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CHAPTER 1. 

«ABi«ninw 

HAT ^Mi it about her ? 
Coy Bishop at the Fdotiy Clab that night, 
niiile a theological student with a cold in his bead 
was declaiming flmn the second canto, sat per* 
▼enely wondering. It was becoming to Coy to 
wonder ; she did not veiy often, — being a blonde, 
with a small mouth and happy eyes. 

She changed the accent of her thoughts as they 
pursued her; out of irresistible sympathy, pcthaps 
with the reader, who ezperiencod some elooutionaiy 
diflkulty in diaoging his; though, indeed, she found 
her own reroiy so much mora to the puipoce Just 
then than her desire for literaiy onltura, that she 
concdTcd a distaste ibr the young gentleman as a 
tiresone interraptkm, and hoped that some of the 

gills would lefliBe him beibie the winter was orir. 

T 
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Wbii wai it tlieii oiboui herf Then mm aon 
than qmCax in Coy's qoestioii; al leaat a 
poibot^ dear to hendf,' who, as tho only 
person ooneerned in this mote dlsoosskm, had otnri* 
COS ihetorieal rights therein* 

This was in the days when yoang ladies had not 
begun to have** opinions" npon the doctrine of ero- 
lotion, and heibre ibminine fHendsUps and estrango- 
BMUts were founded on the diBtincdons between 
protopbsm and bioplasm. Tet, eren fifteen years 
s^, the resemblance of the hnman Ihoe to different 
t^pes of animals was no norelty to any thoog^tibl 
Ikncy. So, too, the likenesses in the homan body 
to forms of lifo incident to tho yegotablo world, were 
mrprising only to people ignorant of the anatomy 
of the nenrons and arterial systems. 

Coy wss not ignorant. Uarmoath girls nerer 
were. Her ndnd was stocked with fhcts sufficient 
to bring these corres pon dences before it. But. there 
■he stnmblfid upon a dense idea across which neither 
tbed^iloma of the Ilannonth Female Seminary, nor 
tbe «« coarse of stn^y *' in which all Harmouth giils 
o^gngod, could atrike a U^^t. Had anybody orer 
oald that people resemMed metals? Was it Galileo, 
or Socrates? Newton periiqis. Or«-or— could it 
feats been John Rose? 

The thMl0glcal reader at flie other end of the 
nwni Just tiistt, suddenly observing IDss Bishop's 
ovwted fhoe, floundered into an acute embarrassment 
tet she bhished swUIfy, and woodered 
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If he had read iW»i the love-passages too kn^. His 
mind gathered an immediate aoorotion to the coutIo- 
tion that light literaiy work was nnmttufr^ ^ ^ 
preparation for the gospel mlnlstiy. 

Cqy was not blnshiqg about John Roses young 
men are too common in Harmouth to be easify 
blushed about. She was aware of a certain incon- 
gruousness in that foncy about the metals. What 
was the use of resding-dnbs, and snflbrlng such anz- 
ioty about tho coffee, when one took one's turn, if 
-one could not tell whether one owed an idea to an 
old Greek, or an eveniqg caller? That she could 
have originated it. Coy never Ibr an instant con- ] 
^ceivod. She left ideas to Avis. '^ 

r What she meant about the metab was this. All " 
peoi^ in thdr physical natnrea are aUn to some 
form of inorganic existence.. Some, for instance, are 
day, sheer day, mnd. Certain metals enter into the 
compodtion of certain temperaments: brass or lion, 
gold, silver, or steel, stratifies in the nature, and 
gives character to boc^y and soul. ** Who knows," 
C(gr would have said if she could,— <« who knows 
but a skOflil soul-geologist may lesm to detect theee 
metallic traces In men and women, and can act 
upon the duuracter of a soul's topcgraplqr aecoid- 
log^, can map it with some accuracy, can Ihtbom 
its wealth, or measure its barrenness, indicate the 
presence of Its ndnes, discover its foosOs, account 
for its ddqgea, prophesy ita earthquakes. Its volc». 
noes?" It was sure^ in tbe old creed of the akhs- 
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aristi, fliai metalfl were endowed with senae and 
fcfling, and poaaeaaed of either maaooline or fsmi- 
qnalitiea. Then why not the man or the 
with the aenae or the trait of the metal? ^ 

Now, Aria waa a magnet. 

Coj'a metnllio theoiy had by thia time rather pm 
away with lier. Dut of ao much ahe waa euro: 
^riicn Avia waa a baby^ mother-earth yielded pore 
perfect magnet np into her compoaition. Shrewd 
Katore, nerer to be cheated out of her control over 
her cfaildrenf hdd back her gold, her gema, her ail- 
wttf and her ilne, dmnb poorly and wrooght into 
AjIm Jnat the one thing more predona than they all. 

People, to be anre, were artificially magnetized to 
• certain extent. Barbara Allen, for inatance, tom- 
iag the exact intellectoal pose of her head (there 
waa hot one intcDectaal pose to Darbara'a head) 
fawaida FUHp Oatrander, while ho read hia paper 
oa Speaaerian metrea, waa a apedea of dectio- 



IM Atia waay without alloy, loodatone. In 
JLtIb than exiatod that aitribato — no, that quality; 
which waa it? Coy remembered hearing one of the 
IVoftMOii aay ataaopper that there waa adiflferenee 
iMlween thaaa two thinga; but ahe did not lemem- 
Imt iririch waa which: ahe aeldom did. At all 
Avia had that one particular coloring about 
(Ooydecli1edtocanitodoriiiip),whidi ia, in a 
I, powerfld abore aU beauty, wit, or genim,— 
anbdla aoniatliiqg which we name elkwm* 
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«ow, it wAa true and tender in Coy to ait thinking 
thia about Aria. That waa a wiae word which aaid, 
that, when we hayeoeaaed to eqjoy the auperiorityof 
another, we hare oeaaed to hnre him. Hence it may 
be the adf-defenaiTe atrat^gy of affinstion, that we 
feel our IHend*a advantage kmg before we allow 
ourrelvea to pterodTO it; nay, in proportion to the 
depth of our Ibeling under it, are we not apt to 
have a fktMt-bite of the intellect, whidi makea ita 
diatincC acknowledgment a matter of hard thawing?^' 
And Coy waa not by any meana a girl of liqukl^ 
mooda. Slw aonietimea fdt it proper to Judge Avia 
very aeverely ; dae what waa the uae in having grown 
up with her? 

For inatance, ahe had reproved her for atayhig 
ao much by heraelf dnce ahe had come home. Bar- 
bara, now, thoQ^t that aflbctation, it waa plain to 
aee (and aflbctation it would have been in Barbara), 
though, of couTMJ ahe waa too well bred to aay ao. 
Coy knew better than that. \ It waa only morbidneaa. 
Coy had the giibneaa of moat unaccentnatod natnrca 
inthe uae of thia convenient woid, which ia with- 
out a rival in ita adaptability to cover aU Ibma ci 
dianictcr diflbring Ihnn one'a own. 

There had been a ripple of aurptiae when Avla^ 
came into the dub that night. The chib met at 
Chatty Ilogaith'a. Chatty waa the prealdent'a 
daughter, and an hivalid. Avia did not like to 
reAiao poor Chatty. Itwaa the ilrat time that lOaa 
Dobell had appeared fai Darmouth aodetj ainoa bar 
ntnm ftom FkMtnee. * 
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At fhis t§tef it WM plain that Miss Con Biflho|/i 
SpentGiiaii caltnie would be yeiy deficient. Coy* 
with a prettjr change of mental attitude, which had 
ft pietty bodify expression down to the rery tips of 
her fingers, tightening, like growing shells, aboot the 
coven of her book, brought her intellect to bear 
aerenij upon the business of the erening. 

''But fly, ahl fiy liir henoe away, for leira 
Lert to JOB h^ that happened to mo heue.** 

A low and shigulariy musical Toice was pronoun- 
cing these words as Coy looked up ; not the catanh- 
al tfaeologne, surefy? He had finished his contri- 
bution to the erenhag's entertainment, thank the 
Mnanl and Mr. Ostrander was reading,— Philip 
Oalnnder, the new tutor. Then was always a new 
tutor to be considered in Harmouth UniTersity: he 
Ind not always, howerer, a musical vdce. 

«* And to this wrBtehed UAj, my doore ton ; 
O too doon ton,— ton boo^t with death too dosnt** 

Cleaify ICr. Ostrander was an efbctlTe reader; 
•«»cnltlTated reader," Coy said. Ifiss Dobell, iWmi 
her comer opposite the genUeman, sitting a little in 
tibe shadow, and glaring equable and earnest jstten- 
tkMi to the peribnumoe of each member of the Poetry 

CUb, in torn, said on^, '' an eflbodn reader,*' but 
III aitaf fill at the word, and listened tfaou^itlhlly. 
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^rtin fast dM fled, no enr iookt behynd. 
As If her Ufo apon the wager lay." 

Huidcal was the word aasuredly. Hr. Ostrander's 
Toloo held rather .melody than harmony, but music, 
beyond a question. Then was a modesty and aim 
plidty sbout Its accent not common to j'onng men 
in those stages of growth In whidi Ilarmooth knew 
them; perhaps a little uncommon in any young 
man. It suflhscd a penctratiro sense of plcasun, 
of uncsphiined organic Joy, like that of Naturo in 
her simpler moods : it had an cflbct not unlike thai 
of an unseen brook or a flying bird. Thou^ the 
brook chanted, it ran; though the bird aaiy, it 
flew; its sweetness waa measured by its evanes- 
cence. Pcopto often noted ICr. Ostrandcr's Toloe. 
Young ladies had been heard to dodaro that It waa 
** like Mozart.*' 

A\is DobcU, sitting in the shadowed comer of the 
president's parlor that night, had happened to place 
hcTMlf against some Tcry hosTy drapeiy, which 
daspcd two warm arms of intense color acroaa the 
chill of a bay-window. Hie color was that called 
▼ariously and hiwlessly by upholsteron cranbeRj, 
garnet, or ponao ; known to artists as carmine. The 
material hdd a aatin thread, which lent to the cn^ 
tains the histn of Jewels in a dark setting, or of water 
under a flaming aky. In the gaslight and flrdight 
of the room, the Insensate piece of doth took on a 
strange and rivid Hfe, and seemed to throb as if H 
hdd some inarticulate paasioii, lika that of a anltfeel 
soul. 
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Coj or Bsibara would have known better t!ian to 
hare te n tured their complcxioiis against this tijing 
badigroond. Avis went to it as atraiglit as a bird 
to a Uc^tbomo on a dark ni^t. She wonltl have 
beaten herself against that oolor, Uke those TCiy 
birds against the glowing glass, and been happj, even 
If ahe had beaten her soul out with it as they did. 

She had a fleroe kinship in her for that oolor, of 
whidi ahe seldom spoke. She did not expect it to bo 
ondcrstood ; she did not caro that it should be ; per- 
haps she Imperfectl}* understood it herself: she only 
knew thai It made her happy to be ncar.it. To- 
nightt for instance, though she had felt this Poctiy 
CUb rather a bore, a positive wave of pleasure 
flowed to her flom the sight and contact of that 
emtain, which she felt in every sense- of soul and 
body. 

Avis waa aflbcted by color as the more sensitive 
■oaiGal temperament is by sound. Color divorced 
ftom fotm, cmde and clear, was to her what the 
■nsicai notation is to the composer, who, without 
striking ^ Bote, reads the score by the hour as other 
■HO read printed text. 

Besides, she knew perftctly well that the curtain 
necamo nsr* 

Agaiiwt tlila badcground of the passion of ear- 
I, Aria, sitting silent^ the evening through, had 

aoHtaiy look, lliere was a certain aloofbess in 
rtrj beaaty, if one diose to csU by the name 
of bw w i y the UndUqg of her Ihoe : it waa somehow 
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nnldce that of other handsome women. It cannot 
be said that she was quite without consciousness of 
it ; no woman could have been : it might be rather 
^Ihat she made no effort to appear unconscious of it. 
Tsiio had nothing of that wide^3-cd, infantile look of 
distraction, which, in a grown woman, indicates tlie 
veiy quintessence of egoism. 

She carried about her an indefinable air of baring 
been used to the love or admiration, probably, of men 
as well as women, which the most exquisitely modest 
women will sojuctimcs wear, and which is as unmis- 
takable as it is alluring to the eye. Her dress, made 
in the fashion of the time, fitting closely, and without 
trimming, was of a nogati\*e tint, something toning 
upon black, else she sliould not, and so would not, 
ha\'e sat by the carmine curtain. 8he woie, as all 
well-dressed women wore at that time, a very ftiU 
white undcrsloeve, which completely concealed the 
outline of the arm. Over her shoiiklerB a shawl of 
Fayal lace, white, and vciy delicate, hung like a 
thistle-down. She had a iVesh but fine and restless 
color, and brown, abundant hair. She had a gener- 
ous mouth and a delicate ear. Her profile, when the 
carmine curtain took it, had the harmony of a strong 
antique. 

** Aria,*' said Mrs. Hogarth, when Mr. Ostrander 
had finished hia canto, and the little party Of young 
people had iUlen into that general discussion of the 
topic of the evening's study, which was usual hi 
Uarmouth " Qubs,*' — " Avis, n^ dear, are we to 
hear nothii^ from you to-niadb 
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•• Oh. yet. Avis I " urged Chitty. 

" Tott nuui exoose me," pleaded Avta In • ▼oloe 
mora ♦*"*" than one would haVe looked to hear ttom 
a joQi^ lady of ao mudi pieaeneo. She spoke 
ftinlly, like a shrinkiiig diild : indeed it made her 
feel like one, ooming, from the strange changes of 
her life, soddenly back here among her old playfel- 
lows; bei]« called out by Mrs. Hogarth so, as if 
she trefs to redte a lesson. Mrs. Hogarth was one 
of Hmms people who slways made her feel as if she 
were a little girl, always would : it wodd not matter 
to Mn. Hogarth if she had painted the Sisline 

Uarj. 

Hiew were others, howew, in the Spenser Chib, 

■trai^eis, across whom stirred a visible wave of 
Interest WiHsn Avis, speaking for the iirst thne, 
drew an the eyea in the room towards the carmine 
ewtain. Coy remarked it, and felt proud of her ; 
fiirAviahad got into the newspapers. Itwasseldom 
liiat a Harmonth woman got into the p^ms. It was 
ooljniwi— menatHarmouth: indeed, the Univer- 
^^ -zisted, she supposed, fer tiie gloriflcati on <^ 
TUswasallri^t and proper. Coy had never 
MMisokNM of any depressing aspiratkms towards 

ttia eoDsie dipkyma ; but she took an aromatio en* 

jojssat, after all, in the feot that one of the pro- 

feMor'a dai^htets had adopted ** a career." She 

Ui it was piectsely Avis, and not Baibam, or 

of Ihs other girls, who hnd painted a good 
pifltoM, and sold it in London. She ettfoyed having 
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tt thorou^y understood in Harmouth that people 
who knew about such things (Coy was not quite sure 
who; but that did not matter) had predicted a 
«' brilliant fetnre " fer the modest youi^ hMiy who 
uiade that picture* 

•'Hay I not be pardoned," repeated Avis, «• if I 
do not bring my share of the work to-night? I 
have been busy in other ways so long, it is not pos- 
sible that I could find any thing to say worth your 
hearing, on a sul^ect which the rest of yon have 
been studying aU winter." 

"Avis I" said Coy suddenly from across the 
room, ** if Ihad done a real mean thing, ahould yoo 
want to know It?" 

'«No,"aaidAvis: •« if anybody I caied fer conltf 
be mean, I should rather never know it." She 
spoke in the gracefel surfece-tone through which the 
serious instinct of an earnest nature can no more 
helo nenetratinir. than the sun can helo ■MwIimf 
tfaroo^ ornamented glass. 

** Yon have turned over two leaves, Mr. Ostiand- 
er," said Barbara Allen, who was looking up feot- 
DoStes with him. ** And do you indine to Upton's 
ooi^lecture? It seems to me, if we grant the Hcniy 
Vni. theory, then Una" — 

••It'a about Una that Fve been mean," self 
Coy rather kmdly. ** Avia, I brought your sketch 
of Una that yoo gave me. I know yoo'U let me 
ahow it. Ton never were a bit of a ahiik, noWf 
Avii ; and this Is just your feir oontributloa to a 
Spenser evening. Heass, Avis? 
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Avis did not please, that was plain ; bat she oon* 
•entcd witliotit any finss; and the yoang people 
gatheied about Miss Bishop to see the sketdi. 

It was a .sketch in eharooal, strongly bat not 
roQghly lakl in, and preserved by a shellac, wLi;.h 
lent a soft color, like that of a very old print, to Uie 
paper. It bore marks of the artist's pecaliar st} ie ; 
for it was already rccognLsed in art-drdes that Miss 
DobeQ had «' a style/' 

The sketch was expressive of the lines:-— 

** Ere long he came where Una travelld elow. 

And that champion wayting her bcsydo. 

. • Bj hie Uke-eeeming shield her knight by nuns 

Shee weend it was, and towards him gan ride: 

Appnochlng nigh, she wist It was the same; 

And with tain fearc£ull humblessa towards him shea 
ft 



' Miss DobeU's Una was a spirited flgare ; did not 
ride the Ikm like a donkey, neither did she pat him 
like a dog, in the ap|iroved manner : he followed her 
in a ahadow almost as heavy as that which hides 
the Jopiter in Corrcggio's lo, — dark, vague, and 
inscmtable aa fiito. She had been walking swiftly : 
the lethargy of collapse (Wmi motion had settled on 
eveij limb. Arrested in the ftdl light, the woman 
eorfvd ooa flne hand inward, like a ahell, as if to 
warn the creators back. It was impossible to look 
npoo i'lto woman, and not aa}-, ** She sees the man 
she knnes/* Ucr cyea teaped to him; her lips 
kaaed lo Um; bar wholo being gravitated to hhn* 



THB 8T0BT OF AVIS. 



19 



**Tx^ gill,*' ssid John Rose, wh» dated say 
any thing to anybody; and, besides, he used to 
know Avis in college, — <« very pretty giri; bot how 
she hokls her headl Put her into a Ilarmooth Sen- 
ior party now, she'd flneeze a Ibllow into a aherbet.'* 

" Was Una so easily won, my dear ? " asked 
Mrs. Hogarth, with a little matronly smile. 

<* Easily won!" A voice behind the yoong artist 
repeated these wmds in a protesting whisper; then, 
gathering distinctness, said, — 

" My dear Mrs. Hogarth, do j-ou not see ? Evciy 
nerve and muscle is tense for flight. She will torn 
and run before that clumsy knight gets up to hpr 
— if she can." 

Avis, turning with a gratcftil look to see who had 
Interpreted her picture, Iblt Coy's hand hdd upon 
her arm. 

** Avis, may I present Hr. Ostrander? " 

A^is very cercmonloosly bowed. As she did so, 
there flitted across her eyes, like the shadow of an 
unseen object, an expression which Coy found It so 
difllcult to understand, that she even made up her 
mind to ask her ailerwarda if ahe had objected to 
the introduction. 

But probabfy Avia had met ihr mora Intcrasting 
men in Florence, where it waa nndoratcod that she 
had been much sought. 

'«llay I?" urged Ostrander with hesltam^, 
putting out his hand for the aketch. On the bock 
Itten, with a bmah dipped In a crimaon 



M TBM 8T<m OV AVIS. 

I 

** Sb» fpeaket no more 
Of pMt: true It thil true lofo bith no power 
To looken bocke; hb «le be flzi beta*.'* 

•CI m ^Md not to bATO blanderad/* be said 

ffiffly In banding tbe i^ctaie back. 

The weight of talk bad by tbia time attpped fttxm 
the plctaie, and be and tiie two young ladiea atood 

ififldMly apart. 

^<»But, after aU, yoa ace," aaid tbe yoong man 

analn^y, "yoor Twtb ia aabjeot to Love, om- 

nipoCently aobjcet/* ^ .,. , m 

•« I am not leaponalble for Spenaer'a tbeology, 
isld ATia, Umc^ilng ewlTdy; "and an artiat baa 
waA gbrioiialy biwleaa moodal Wby ahonld I 
tioable myadf to think about Una eveiy day? I 
bad n pret^ gW to draw: ao I diew ber. But 
I put tbe lion in, ao people abonldn't make a ndaUke. 

• It la better to be dumb than to be miaonder- 



ff •• 



•< Who laid that?'* aakcd Oatrander, with a fine 
niile. Bat be waa oonadooa of fisding aome cnrl- 
erilj orer thia aoperfidal UUlo apoeoh of Miaa 
Dobdl'a. Tbcie waa not a aoperficial atroke in the 
plotme, — nor in the apeaker, to bia mind. 
^MBow do yonknowthat / did not aay it?'* ». 

tnned the yoong lady. 

••Mr. Oatrander,'' aaid Coy, "Mlaa Hogarth 
waote yM to bring Miaa DobeU the oyateia. Doit 
flMelUly. Shell aketcfa yon while yon are gone I " 
Oatnmdff wtmnet\ Coy bad been caned 
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away, and Avia waa alone. Aa he handed her 
pbite, their eyea met in a h>Qg, ftdl, grave look. 
Avia'a ejeo were neither brown nor blade, yet they 
were Teiy dark. One aometimea aeea in the lining 
of wavea on wbidi the Ihll aon abinea, and in whidi 
the bric^tweeda aiethick, aeofer that reaemblee 
them. 

Fhflip Oatrander aaid, ^- 

" I have eeen yon befbre." 

A^ia heaitated: ahe heaitated peroeptib^ beflm 
die anawerod. 

"Tea." 

" Had yon Ibigotten it? " 

Now Oatrander apoke with healtation: he Mt a 
Httlo alannod at hia own intrepidity. Thia yoaag 
hi4y in the Fayal ahawl, with the alightly diatorbed 
canriago tohcr head, had aoddon^ aoqoirod through- 
out her fhoo and figure a beantiftil proteat, whidi he 
felt it would be the eadeai tbh^ in the worid to 
ndatake. 

Should he go on? or atop exactfy where be waa? 
After a moment'a ailenoe, he aaid, with an aooent of 
renewed doddon, — 

"J7ad yon foigotten it? '* 

Avia lifted ber ejelida teiy don^, and in her 
honeoti even volooi aaldf ^ 
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" For iMmiilla Of tlOa knigbt bim to beheld, 
WwU bMlljr tiMj walten, yoang and old.**— CuAwmau 

r^Y and John Roee wiUkecl homo together in the 
\J dear, old, foolish oonntiy-fhshion, whidi Har- 
noQth was too ftill of jt>nng people to outgrow. 

It was a night of many stars. The two, as thej 
stepped oiit into the April weather (In deference to 
the constltotion of the Siienscr Cluh), at the stroke 
of half-past ten, had inroluntarily stood for a mo- 
ment with npUfted Ihoes in the thin, half-fVozen 
snow. Great pulses of light beat before the cjcs, 
where stars that our Northern atmospheres know 
onlj in thdr happiest moods, were aflame that niglit ; 
and arteries of flre ran along wastes of space, quiv- 
cting aa they ran : the very ether In which they hnng 
a<fWind Id be crossed with fine lines, shadow drawn 
on ahadowy Uke the nerves of a mute and infinite 
oignniamt whose heart onty — beating somewhere, 
impaaskwied, iaqwisoned — was hidden ftcm the 
light* 

Bnt Cegr and John Rose did not talk about the 
stars: it was not thebr way. The young man, if he 
had anid tmj thipg, would hare wrendied a pun out 
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of them peihapa, or propounded a oonundium, Ibr 
no better reason than that the sight of them had 
moved him. And the first thing tK«^ q^j mm^ 
was,— 

'* Avis wishes us aU in Guinea. 

••But why?" 

•• She hasn't seen so mudi astronomy since she 
was in Italy. She wanU to be by heraelf, and re- 
duce it to Fhissian blue and Naples yellow. I think 
^it must bto very uncomfbrtable to be an artist. 
You're alwaj-s looldng at Nature with a professional 
aquint : you can't put yourself on any sort of terms 
with her, I shoukl say, mora than a photographer 
can with a complexion, or a dentist with flont- 
teeth.'* 

It was true enough, that Avis, coming out of the 
dose room into the fteshening April night, had 
thrilled beneaili the sudden throbbing of the stars, 
with an impulse which those only know whose' lift 
in its more poetic stages has been passed under the 
ardors of a Southern slgr. Some slight distnrbiiy 
element which had enter«*d into the e>-ening for her, 
aerved on^ to make the coolness and cahn and 
vastnese more marked and reposefld. She had 
drawn a deep breath as one does in r«-aiJUusting 
one's self to a momentarily suspended actton. 
She wouU have liked Mr. Ostrandcr better If he"" 
Lad not exclaimed, ••Afanost Fkmncer' aa he ^ 
turned to take Barbara homo. She was gbA it waa " 
wbo^r but Barbaim'a brother, poor fidow I iriw was 
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to walk with her, and that he did not expect her to 
talk about the atara, and that Cqjr and Jdin Roee 
■eemed ao veiy conilbrtable together Juat in front of 
tiieni. Ber ndnd waa pre-oocnpicd in wajB to whidi 
the little inner life of a Ilannoiith reading-dub waa 
na foreign aa — ah, wcU ! — aa foreign aa the carmine 
curtain to the cold north atar. She folt no loaa 
nnnojod than pcr[dezed by 'the alight preaaare of 
drcmnatanoe whidi aeemod to hare drawn her 
to-night into the exact atmoephere of that half- 
cJUMC ia cd Ufo. She longed for the poiae which aoli- 
tnda only can give, and half wiahed that ahe had 
Bot invited Coy to apend the ni|^t with her, and aee 
11m Yenetfan viewa to-morrow. 

Her Ikncy about the cortahi and the li^t-hooae 
came beibre her with a atrange, pictorial Tividneaa, 
•a die walked on, talking common-iriaoe to Baibara'a 
ImCher* 

Oat bqrond the little didtered town the great sea 
cwqit She coaU hear the flur beatii^ of the tide 
iqKMi the reeeptiTe April air. While the oarrenta <tf 
tiieae deBcate human livea awept aoftfy on in their 
e l e ct ed dumnda, long wavea thondered agaiiMt the 
Hafbor-Ii^ IfOea away throa|^ the ni^ 
mmm h cm ele ai bird took wiqg for the homing boaom 
cf tte reflector, aad atiaigbt, atrai^— led aa on- 
«rIq^ aa inatinct leada, aa tendeify aa lofo coq« 
alndna, aa brataDy aa Natore cheati, with a ffiad 
flirtteriiv at the delicale throat, wiOi a tniatfol qdver 
cflha fladdqg wi^p, Urn the bendiiv of a iMNbdl, 
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like the breath of an arrow — came awigii^; waa 
toaaed, waa torn, and fdL 

She had been oat when ahe waa a child, after many 
a atorm, and aeen them dead there by hondreda on 
therock. The light-keeper gathered them iq> into a 
boahd-badfcet once, for the adentiife profeaaor. 

They had atrewn the ahorea of her yooi^thoi^ 
with nntold and nngathered aaflMi^, — thooe biida. 
No one thiqg had been more reapoodble for the 
attack of nniTcraalaccptidam which ahe had aocceaa- 
foUy weathered at eighteen, in common with the 
«iatiii|g aeokir daaaof odlege4Mya in her ftlher'a 
lector^room* 

Sometimea in Florence, on a radiant ni^it, when 
•eroaa the rooft, againat the aettingaon, the apamwa 
atood twitteriiig in Italian (noNew-Eo^and aparrow 
cook! have rehearred in that accent if hia ei^ago- 
ment for the aeaaon had depended on it), and the 
▼oicea of chihiren whoae parenta' cyea hiid never 
questioned Fate, poured their pliant cfahrap into the 
Amo'a monotone beyond the atodk> window, — then 
nddenly, like a drop of elect upon a flower, wcold 
foil a Tidon of the Harbor U^ at home, aad to- 

warda U, throq^ the fleeaiiv ak^ a biid fly to ita 
death. 

She had not thoi^ about the light before, dnee 
ahe had come home. 

Alt Coy and John Boae were waUiy togethv 

•beneath the April atan. Hmj dkl not talk of the 

- ' ta Uptooian theoqr. Thn 
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mamn^ the ojsten and the last engagement, the 
eoming oonocrt and the impending battle, the hadng 
scrape, and the Mission Sunday schooL 

Then thej talked a little aboat Barbara, and a 
Bttle of the new tutor, and then about Miss Dobell, 
and then a little about art and life, and eameatneaa, 
and about a man's understanding himself, and about 
the beauty of high purposes, and the {wedousness 
of sympathy, and the uncertainty of the fliture, and 
many other original and imfHressive themes. And 
the young man made no conundrums now, and grew 
ao grare, thai Coy took fHght, and asked him. Was 
he going on a mission? But he answered, grsTely 
atfll. Did she think him fit? To which she tdd him 
pRMBptly, No; thai he would set the cannibals to 
makii^ bad puns before a week was out; and then 
he said he waa afraid he should, and thai he must 
be oooteni with some obscure position among edu- 
cated Americans who read the charades in the reli- 
^ow weeklies Sunday mornings. And by thai time 
they weie ai the gate of Professor Ddbell's old- 
Ihahkmed silent house, and stopped to wait for Avis. 

«• Fbor Mr. AUenl " said Coy, turning the carve 
of her ciiedc in the starlit 

«• I don't know about thai,'' said the young ndn- 

fstar pcfverstty* 

** Bui AtIs win never, never ' ' — 

«« I woaUn'i grant thai aqy woman I caied for 
woliU never, never, askmg aa ahe aDowed me upon 
of frlMUiip ai all," penisted the youqg 
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"But," said Coy hnniedly, ''Avia la not Uka 
other women. She never was." 

•« Then you admit" — began John Rose. 

«« I admit that I'm cold, and here she is," shiv- 
ered Coy. ' Coy was half frightened. If Hr. Rose 
had said anymore about sympathy and friendship 
Just then, she would have gone into the house with- 
out waiting for Avis. The color had heightened 
in her young fiioe. Her foot tapped the anow 
aharply in her impatience for Avis to come up. It 
seemed to her as if she and John Rose, standing 
there in the professor's snowy, shaded yard, had 
been left alone, the only two people on the breathing 
earth. 

** I never saw a woman have a latch-key before," 
aaid Coy, as the two girls, having dismissed their 
escorts, lest so many voices should disturb the pro- 
fessor, stood together upon the door-etep. 

•« Father is in the study," said Avis; •«aiid I 
begged aunt Chloe to go to bed ; and the girls ars 
tired, poor thiogil Vfhy shouldn't a woman hava "] ^ 
ahitch-key?" 

This was one of those p ro p o sit ions of which the 
burden of proof certainly Ilea with the negative; and 
Coy replied only by an amused smile aa ttiey passed 
into the huge and ailent house. It waa Hghted only 
in the halla ; for aunt Chloe waa of an economical, 
oU-ikshknied iempet^ and thougiii U rather anobbish 
to waste good keraaene, when there waa not brandy 
for the soldieis in the hospltato. AontCUda 
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had flttiidBi of bonovolcnt parsiiiiony very peculiar 
to heneir. When thcao overtook taor, she resolatoly 
denied henelf her cup of Oolong tea at night for 
months at a time, and rcUnqniBhed batter on her 
bocfcwheats of a morning. It was never quite dear 
to tiie rest of the Ihmily exactly how the United- 
States army was the better for that tea or hotter. 

** But aont Chloe has that sense of superior per- 
sonal sacrifioe, which is the most nscM clement in 
our duiities, beyond doubt/' laughed Avis, as she 
and Gey went directly to her own room, treading 
soltly past the stnd3'-door. 

It was abondantly liglit and warm f n Avis's room. 
Hie tire was in the grate ; the curtains were drawn ; 
Aris's eaqr-chair and slippers were before the hearth. 
It was a |ilain, rather a grove place, that little bed- 
room ; would have been prim with Avis out of it; 
sncfa a room one would look for in a house of whidi 
FHiAissor Dobett's sister had been the mistress for 
eighteen years. Annt Chloe believed in good blan- 
kets and towels, and a plenty of them ; and, when 
you bought a piece of fhmitnre, buy ** the real '* 
always ; bat, as long as tliero were homo mlssionaiy 
boxes to ho made up spring and fall, she ooiild not 
see tiist the New Testsment recommended a fiishion 
In carpets, or that St. Fuil coald possibly have been 
g caritli ' o to any lade of harmony in upholstery or 
nmntd ornaments. There was one fine bit of msrblei 

tliB Udlan Venus. This, with t*ae (bw foreign 

Criidwis and ^ogjanfii^ wfakh Avis had scattered 
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about the room, seemed to be there only by tdemnee, 
tin she herself came Into It. Then a fhir congruous- 
ness settled upon the air. Every thread of color 
left In the old rug, and antiquated chints, and fhint 
wall-paper, seemed to shake Itself, and begin to 
shine. The firelight leaped to her feet like a lover. 
All the room budded and opened like a flower about 
her, as the two girls threw themselves In lithe atti- 
tudes upon the okl rug to ** toast their feet *' like 
diildrcn at the fire. 
I find that I am talking rather kwlessly about 
' those ** girb." A\is Dobell was a woman of twenty- 
six, and Coy not many years the younger. Biit 
they were girls still to each other by that pretty trick 
of speech and Ihncy common in the comradeship of 
all women bcforo marriage. Sometimes wo find it in 
our way to smito at this illuston ; but, like all illu- 
sions, its pathetic side is its dee|)est and its truest 
one. Within the soul of eveiy unwon woman abides 
eternal youth. Thougli tho snow be on her liair before 
the King may ckim her, yet shall he not find Wotcts 
and the birds of spring, when at last, at lost, his 
ooming feet shine beautlflil upon the mountains of her 
aogamcrod heart? 

It was quite the proper thixig In Harmouth, as I 
hove Intimated, for young hidies to be somcwliat 
seriously Intelligent; and so when Avis had {^ot her 
long hair down over her white merino wrapper, and 
Coy, with a gay silk shoulder-robe thrown across her 
ni^t-dress, was crimphig her short Aoot-kxsks bc- 
ftne the deepenlqg fire, she began, «- 
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•• THiaft do joa think about tlie Cliili, AfUV* 

•« I tlMN^t joa called it a Chanoer Clnb,** tald 
Aria. 

••(Nil ao it is/' aaid Coy. '<We*T6 been tha 
whole mortal winter pcAing over Chancer. VTe only 
foi Into Spenier last week. Fornqr parti I hate him." 

••Which?" 

•• Why, Chaucer I I never did like old-lhahioned 
poetry, and I never shall. I'm a terribto modem, 
Aria. I Ifte Tennyson and WhitHor and Long- 
fellow, and the Drownings, and so on. And that 
Scotchwoman, Jean Iiigclow,caltivates me more than- ' 
two Spensers. I've Just had to set to on the old 
CbOow like a Latin prose-lesson aU winter. We've 
really worlrod veiy hard," said Coy, with a sense of 
h^ litcraiy virtue. ** 1 never worked so hard In 
a dub in n^ liib. That is Mr. Ostrander's doing. 
Tb^ say he's veiy talented. But, then, talented 
tatoia are ao common in Haimouth I I wonder we 
don't bear mors of them afterwards, don't you?" 

Cogr wound her small fingers in and out of her 
crfoqiing-pins with a sinuous modon ; her two lifted 
bare anas enclosing a Ihce aa innocent of sarcasm 
aa a mocking-bird's. Coy was one of the immortsl 
%w who can look pretty in their erimping-pina. 

•• I anppose you've gone on having duba," mused 
Avia, Icaidng her head bade against the seat of the 
eaqr-dmiri •»! dasping both arms above it, •* eveiy 
wifllar. Just as we did when we were ghrls." 

•• J«st tbs sBSBSt" said Cojt *' M we did when you 
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weie at borne six years sgo. You know bow it is 
with peopiex some take to ao61ogy, and some take 
(o religion. That'a the way it is with pbces. It 
may be the Lancers ; and it may be prayer-meetings. 
Once I went to see my gnuicbnother in the oountij, 
and evetybody had a candj'-puU: there were twenty 
five candy-pulls and tafly-bakcs in that town that 
winter. John Rose says, in the Connecticut Valley, 
where he came ftom, it waa misdonaiy bamls ; and 
I heard of a plaoo where it waa cold coflbe. Inllar- 
mouth, it's hnpioviog your mind. It comes haid on 
me," aaid Coy phdntivdy. " It comes ratiicr haid 
on me. Generally I have an intellectual contiction 
I tiiat I oQght to fanpro«*o my mind. Dut noCUi^ 
• comes of it, you know, till tiiero's a dub. Then 
I groan; but I go in for it hardest of Uiem all. 
Lnproviug your mind is aa bad as oU poetry. I 
don't lolas to it," sakl Coy moumftiUj-. " I ou^t 
never to have been bom in Uarmouth. If I'd been 
just a downright society ghi now, I couU have been 
a dunce, and nobody ever have known the dillbrence ; 
IknowIcouU. But the amount I've read this last 
IburyearsI It podtivdy makes my head swbn to 
tiibik of tiie titles of tiie books. And, strict^ speak- 
big, I'm not fai Uw Faculty dUicr, you know. Avis; 
for flitber resigned when I waa— Why, it was 
the year I waa going on with Jim Snowe t Icouldu't 
have been fourteen. I wish, what Iktiicr took to 

patenting bis discoveries, be had taken me with liim. 
ItUnkl €ouU have patented a orii^er thai wouU 
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Bike A drnpler sysleiii of punctiuilioii in your fingor 

**Aiid to/* added Coyy tnrniiig one bore fbot 
iloirlj anmiid iWmi sldo to side, before the deep-red 
flre, as if she were baking an esqniaite bit of poroo* 
bdn, ** and ao we ran to rcading-dnba ; and we aU 
go fierce winter after winter to aee who'll get the 
* aercrcsl.' Thero'a a act outside of the Facoltj 
thai dcaoend to charades and mnsio and inconcdTi^ 
bijr km intellectual depths ; and some of oor girls 
sneak off, and get in there onoe in a while, like the 
little girl that wanted to go fWxn heaven to hell to 
plij Saturday afternoons, Just as you and I used to 
do, A\is, when wo dared. But I find I'^-o got' 
too old for that," said Coy sadly. «' When you're ' 
fhirly past the coUege-boys, and as ihr along as the 
Inw-etudcnts " — 

«• Or tho theolognes? ** interposed Avis. 

** Yes, or the theologues, or even the medical de- 
partment; then there iXMitively i§ nothing fbr it but 
to Improve your mind.'* ^ 

Coy patbcdcally turned the other foot to the fire,' 
and watched it with an attentive air, as if there were 
danger of Ita being overdone. 

** And so we have tho dubs. Sometimes it's old 
poKs senrod hot,' sad aometimea it'a plain histoiy cut 
eoU« and it may be n hash of the fine arts, or even 
a mffomi of wcll^plced adenoe. One winter it waa 
political economy. I had my first gray hairs that 
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phy, they thoQs^t I was going into a deolins. And 
we all fight, to begin with, in the politest possible 
way, eveiy year, as to who shall be in, and who 
ahA'n't, and what we shall be allowed to have for 
supper. And the wrong people ars always let 
in, and the right ones are alwaj-s left out; and we 
1 Jive tho usual number of flirtations, and the naual 
aetof Jokes; and we get off the old one about Bar- 
bam Allen'a name regnhurly, tor each new dub. 
And there are about so many engagements, and the 
uaual number of oflferk ; and'ao it goes. IthinkI 
must be growing old. I only had two last winter." 
Coy drew both fbet back fhmi the aidor of the fife, 
and f<^ded them in the i>lakl-silk robe. Theie was 
n aitenoe, which she broke by sayii^, — 
** Mr. Ostrander is tutor in Latin." 
*'Is John Rose going to settleover the Central 
Churdi?" aakedA\is. 
** Ftobably. Father anys-he will have the call." 
*« It aocma unapeakably fimny to me to aee John 
ium into a minister," sakl A^-is. << He wss such a 
Uttio acapegraoe in collcgel I remember his telling 
me he should like to preach ; but it would never do, 
he was too fond of alang; should say, « Wbi laikat 
my brethren! ' before the sennon was over." 

" Oh, yes I WcU, he's got iMst that," aald Coy. 
** Ae'a voy good, I think: he's a great deal better 
Uian I am. Tm not good at all. But I think my- 
adf he'll make n peculiar minister, he is so much 
like oliisr men. Did yo« know tiMfe was talk of 
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maUiig * proftttor of Mr. Ostnnder? — p rofl w i o r 
Bol I tfaooght he was teadiing Latin/' said 
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** So he la ; bat there'a no vacancy in Latin, and 
fae ia aald to have a veiy veraatile mind. He waa 
once edncatod in medicine, beaidea. Father aaja he 
has a rery broad graap.'* 

«• I ahonld tiiink eo/' aaid Avia, witii an inacmta- 
blelook. ••IIowold,pra7,iatiiiaMr.08trander?*' 

•«0h, he'a veiy old!'* aaid Coj: "he'a almoat 
fUftf* He teadiea German too/' ahe added per- 
■oaalTdjr, after a ailenoe. '^Hehaaadaaaof joong 
lafiea. Baiban la in it, and I'm going to Join when 
I get round to It. I ahonld tiiink yon woold like to 
go. What pretty arma }-oa have, Aria I " 

AvIa had liaen fiom the old mg, nntwining her 
ama flom the locked poaition abore her head, whidi 
thej had ateadilj retained while Coy waa talking. 
The aleerea of tiie white wnqpper M away in tiie 
abffiipt motion. 

^Thefn not iht, like mine,'* aaid Coy, witii a 
oftieal air. ** Did anybody ever tell yon they were 
Hha the anna of Hme. Becamier, in David'a pio- 
tore?" 

••Tea«" aald Avia:** I have been told ao. Letna 
go to aleep now, Coy/' 

Avia waa a Vif^ aleeper, and ahe lay long awake 
thai fll^tt, watching the ^knr within the grate, and 
to the beat ef the auf npoa the ahore, al- 
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meet a mOe beyond her ihtiier'a hooae. She lay, 

rather ahe aat, peifbetiy atUl, bolatered agalnat aunt 

CUoe'a generooa i^Uowa, witii one hand thmat 

thiongh her long hair, and her atrong young eycB 

fixed nndazaled open the white-heat of the coala, till 

it had died to a delicate bloah of ootor, nntO tiie 

bine aahea had crept like the hne of deatii upon a 

human check acroaa It. The window towards tiie 

aea waa. open, and the ihythm of the tide beat a 

atrange doet witii Coj'b gentie, happy breathing on 

the pillow at her aide. Itaeemedtoheragreateong 

witiumt worda, fhU of nncaptnred meaninga, deep 

witii nnnttered impnlae. She woold have liked to 

fit expreaaion to it; hot Avia never wrote ** poetiy," 

never had, even when ahe waa in her teens. That 

waa not the baptiam with whidi ahe waa baptiied. 

Certain worda, aa aleep overtook her, a4|nated them- 

aelvea in a disjointed ihahlon to her thooQ^ta; but 

when,ataitlQg, ahe rooaed and wakened, atariiy about 

the darkening roopi, tkvm which even the atarQgfat 

waa now gone, ahe found that thqy were 00^ theee t— 

"" ••Fen 

AalC 
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; iplrlted, fwlfl, aad 



WHEN Hcgcl Dobdl, FrofesBor of Ethics ukl 
Intcnoctaid Fliilosophj, thirty-flvo yean old, 
and a bacbelor, brought homo one day to the old- 
ftflhkmed honae act apart for the incumbenta in hia 
department a bride of nineteen New-Tork aommen, 
an Uaimoiith ahook its higlily intcUectnal head. 

In the nature of things, it was aigned, a man of 
jeaiB and repatation, a man pre-eminently a acholar 
aa well aa a atndent, a man capable of writing the 
eelcbnited brochnre, <«TVas FIchte a Mystic?*' to 
eay nothing of the correspondence with the Berlin 
profcasor whose name Ilarmonth never coold re- 
member, on the snbjoct Ilarmonth always Iband it 
dUBcolt to recall ; even throwing out of the question 
the pamphlet on the «« Identity of Identity and Non- 
Identify/* whidi that other celebrated Oerman 
(name alao gone for the moment) was understood 
to hare discussed at one of his Sunday dinners, be- 
Ibro his mind gare way, — such a man, it was 
urged, mnst ihid a slender stock of conjugal promise 
In the choice of a society giil known to hare been 
gij, aad undsfstood to be peculiar. Ak§ man, in 
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fhet, fllllQg the metaphysical chair in narmooth 
University, mnst discover that he bad mistaken the 
premises of his syllogism in manning a apoilcd 
child, whose parents had experienced dilBcalty erwi 
in rostrainiqg her within poUte drcks at all. 

This pretty young thing, who peciwd shjiy as an 
•nomone out of her s^ilsh hat at the congregation 
in the colkge diaiiel, looked demure enough, and 
delicate, aa if a wall of wind or sun woukl wilt her. 
Yet it was distinctly understood, below the bated 
breath of Iliirmouth, that the groat proibssor had 
won this llttto hdy but Just in time to prevent her 
ftom running away to go upon the stage. 

FerhaiM, Indeed, it was a trifle goasipy to call it 
«• running away ; " and Harmouth never gossiped. 
Bliss Mcrej- had suggested as much as this, and the 
phrase was decorously amended. Alias Herty was 
a mild and matronly power in Harmouth alwajs, 
even before her marriage. In fhct, Harmouth bad 
privately aelected Aer aa the proiier Mn. Dobell kmg 
before the New^York giri was met or thought of. 
Waa she not a hdy of unexcei)tk>nable antecedents, 
whose family had been «• profeaslonal " for as many 
generations as a good American coukl consdenUous- 
ly count at aU? Could it be denied that she was 
healthy, handsome, and thirty-one? Coukl one Ihll 
to rccaU her marked (and lucrative) aucccss as |irin- 
ci|Ml oftiie Harmouth Femak) Seminary? and if you 
chose to oonskler her known interest in tiie univenitj 
sdentifle endowments ?-« And where elaa «o«thsn 
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who had read tlie proflBaaor'a leo^uroa oo 
ppinoaa throu^i? 

It waa nol for a long whiles indeed, not until IDaa 
Ifcvqr bad beoome tlie aeoond lira. Hogarth, and 
the praaldeni'a wife had avenged the aplnater, thai 
HanMath waa oomforted for thia highly-educated 

But perh^lM aha waa right The little bride had 
Dot esactlj nm awaj. Yet there waa certainly a 
ft«ak for the atage, intercepted aomewhere. And 
cfaaily aha waa a reatleaa, glittering, inefficient 
thing, like a homming-bird tomed radical. Would 
the great profoaaor bend hia well-salaried powera 
hapfXIj now to InreatigatiQg the yarietiea of honey 
wUch hia qdet garden-roaea might have aad hold 
ftrapetolantbeak? 
"^ - At all erenta, it waa aa dear aa the Law of Ez- 
daded lOddlet that the great profoaaor — like any 
aoaU man who delaya marriage till he haa reached 
Aa age when hia neighbora ahould chooae for him—, 
kad BHide a aeriooa blunder. 

Xbe ptoftaaof, however, like eveiy other geniua, 
ked a toodi of obatinacy about him, and perriatentty 
dcimed, aa Ua time ran metaphyaically on, to diaeover 
ttat he had bhindered at all, waa an inexcnaabjy 
wUa in bfginning to be diaqipointed in hia 
and ended by flat^ refoaiqg alto- 
fto be flriaarable. Thia waa aa unadentillo 
flea praeedeat, which tried Hanaouth to 
eeal*e dapthi. Weeaafofglveoarftlaadaauh« 
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' An tnMall^glaacedeepena in geometrical pioportioa 
to hia deacrvod misfortune, and a crime can only teat 
the temper of sound loyalty ; but who can pardon 
him for not being unhappy when we have foietcAl 
him that he would be? 

If the professor's little wifo were a humndi^-blrd, 
aho waa a veiy tender and true one: ahe loved the 
great hand tliat had lured hor ftom the fidda on 
which the wild dew lay, and sipped his grave domce- 
tic honey with ha|)|iy, upturned look. 

Once in a whiks, when the professor, strolling 
about the bouse in the play-hour which rigorously 
foUowed meals, saw through tlio window Mrs. Ho- 
garth walking intcUigently and plumply by upon 
the prcsklent's arm, a fine adntillant gfeam of foa 

twinkled in liis dccp-sct c^-cs. lie said nothii^, 

he never sakl any thing of any matter which kindled 
that rare spark under the ca^'cra of hia browa, —but 
he strode across the room to whero his wifo waa 
aitting, puUed his nervous hand oat of hia pocket, 
and bendiqg hia gaunt, awkward shouldeia, gently 
lakl a Hiiger under her chin, and tamed her yoaiy 
foceuptohia; and then ahe aakl,— 

** Do yoa want any thii^, Ftoftaser t ** 

And then he aakl, — 

<«Only to aee if you kwk happy aad weD, aiy 
dear." 

IVriiaps after that tfa^ kwked hito one aaotber'a 
qyea a moment with aomethiiy of the gravity which 
ia InaqMmble from all deep hi^^piaesa, befoie bIm 
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•lifml, and pot np boUi litho arms to be oanglit, to 
be daipcd, to be dovoarod against his bciiit. 

For it was the old imperioiis stoiy that we know 
wo well, — this story of tbe scholar and the woman: 
who can explain the witcheiy by whidi it polls at 
the heart-strings of os all? As alive as Fanst, as 
old as Abelaid, as tender as Ftetrarch, as eternal as 
Dante, it keeps pace with oor cafaner passions and 
time* 

ireep of pre-eminently well-regalated af- 
Ibeliona that eddied thioogh the real life of thai 
deooroos oniTcrsity town, there was probably none 
mon constraining, there ocrUdnly was none more 
eontiolling, than the love which had settled opon 
tlM qoiet home where the rebellioos little sodety 
gill had passed her honeymoon, and begon to ex- 
tract from Joy the elements of rest. 

It waa the same old intense, delirioos stoiy, — the 
o f etmoi^ t mind captored by the onosed heart, 
the monaidi will bent to the sdbjeot emotion, the 
gmit purpose gone soppliant to the great passion, 

a wise man become as a fool for a pair of TelTet 

•niM ; and the anthor of 'the Identity of Identity 
end Non-Identity was the elected priest or victim of 
tiw andent and honorable experience. 

That was as one diose to look at it. Harmooth 
■rightcanUmaTicthn; bot,intheglamoorofhisown 
vMoB« hrwas the awed priest dwoen for an imposing 
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his first foncgr, strode wilder corrents than this grave 
man in his late, impetooos lore. There was no girl, 
dreaming with diy eyes in the twilight before a folded 
and glorified ideal, who had a simpler or more ro- 
mantic faith in it than the metaphysician held in his* 
In his pore and stodioos life Hegel Dobell had been 
blessed above his own deeming or dreaming in this,«- 
that he had never spent his natore opon onworthj, or 
even mixed ot insoifident feeling. The great passion 
of his life wAs one with its great love. The forces of 
both overtook him with the swiftness of a freahet. 
He yielded to the torrent with the childlike and 
ecstatic sofprise that he woold have fdt at the dis- 
covery of a new axiom. 

It was Eden in the old-flidiionod hoose ; and the 
tremokras amaxcment of the first man and the first 
woman filled It. To them was given dominion over 
a world as onrcal to sools tncapabto of sobUmation 
by, a great knre, as the Fuadise of Milton, or the 
Fkdaoe of Kobla Khan. 

niey were not of doll fency, after all, who nick- 
named the professor's wife. There wss something 
bird-like in her ; in her booyant attitodes, in a waji 
she had of torniog her head ddewise to look at her 
hnsband as die perdied opon the aim of hia chair, 
In the cooing tonea of her dear bot oninsistent voice, 
and especially In a certain reserve that was veiy 
marindinher. 

We arai^ to think of a bird as rather an open- 
heerted, Impetooos creators, tdling all she knows. 
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pomliig out her privato aflhira to the whole world'i 
hc&rlqg by simple force of her natore* In (hct, per- 
haps DO creature is more capable of concealment. 
Naturalists h>ad ns with stories of her little strata* 
gems. We have bat to look intently in her cje to be 
made consdons that she has her mental reservations 
shoot many matters ; in particular, opinions about 
oorselTCSv which it is not worth while to explain. 

Hie robin at your door on a June morning seems 
to be espressing himself with lavish confidence ; 
but, to a patient listener, his song has something of 
the exuberant frankness which is the most impene- 
traUe disguise in the workl. The sparrow on her 
nest under your terrace broods meekly; but the 
centQiies have not wrung from one such pretty pris- 
oner a breath of kmging for the freedom of the 
somiier-day. Do her delicate, cramped mnsdes 
adM Ibr flight? her fleet, unused whigs tremble 
against the loqg roots of the overiianging grass? 
8he tarns her soft eye upon you with a flne, flur 
sarcasm. You may find out if you can. 

It was in memory, pcriiaps, of some of the sweet 
noneenss of her honeymoon, that Mrs. Dobell had 
sdected for her little dan^^ter the name of Avis. 

"Msmms,** said the ddld one day, not oomiqg 
to her mother's knee, but sittiiy in the sunli^^t at 
SOBW distsncis from her on the Hfoar^ " what skaU I 
be?" 

M HThat Shan you fte, Avis?'' 

<'SkiV^oaAII«iisgoingtokeepadQg-«toraf M>d 
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Bon Hc^arth is going to be president of sons col- 
lege. WhatshaU/be?" 

'* What will Coy be, my dear, and Barbara? *' 

**Goy is going to be a Uidy, ahe says, mamma." 

'* Very well," said mamma. 

" And Barbara is going to get msrried." 

Mamma made no reply. 

" I Udnk I'd rather keep dogs," said Avis grave- 
ly, after a sihmce. After some moments, receivhig 
stiU no answer, the chiki rose to her feet, pushiog 
bade her thick hair from her eyes, staiyUi^ in the 
flillsun. 

•« Hamma, did yon ran away?" 
"Did I loAolf" 

•• Baihara says yon.ran away. Shesaysyounm 
away in a stage." 

" Barbara tokl you a veiy wroiw stonr, mv At H , 
Gome here." 

Avis threw down her playthiogs, and went skm^ 
to her mother's knee. The mother put her arm ex- 
pressive^ about the child; but stiU she dkl not 
speak. 

*' Uamma," began the little giri again, ••I havo 
never seen anybody in a theatro." 

** Some day you ahaU, when it is right and best.' 

•« ICamma," akm~ 
want to keep dq{s? 

••Not exacts, Avis." 

**Ithoq^BOt. Ton know jxm didn't like that 
d(« I had who dnnmsd UoMelf. Mow, what I'd 
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BkB to know If this: if joa wanted to keeptfaea- 
_. rlqr didn't yon?" 

Bin. Dobell, with some signs of agitation, laid 
aewii^, and drew her little dan^ter upon 
lap. She looked into Apis's eyes for a long 
with that instinctiTe assoranoe of sympa- 
thy and Impulse of confidence, whidi, ftom the Iioor 
wbea the haby's foce is first nptnmed to hers, a 
^5y4iifi> feds at times in the presence of a woman- 

diad. 

•• Avis," she said grardy, «* I married yoor papa i 

la why I never acted in the theatre." 
«« Oh, yesi Well, I didn't know. Did yon never 
to runaway after you had married papa? Did 
yen never care abont the theatre again? Mamma, 
what is the matter? Are yon cold? I don't want 
to go away and phiy. I haven't talked enon^. I 
hftd a gieat many qoesttons to ask yon. I like yon 
better than I do SaitMra's mother. Yon'resomnch 
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Solloi^ after that, after her pretty mother had 
beeoBS a tUn, sweet vision, like a fiiding sketdi to 
tiM jmag girl's heart, ahe recalled with indsive 
^ ll ^ f .>.i*i>a— the way in which she- had been pat 
down ftom her mother'a knee that morning, then 
faqmUfdy recalled, snatched, kissed, and cried 
•fcr with a gosh of Incoherent wqrds and scalding 
team. She never saw her mother ay before or after 
that. But all thai ahe oonld nnderstand of what 
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•< Oh, my little woman! Mother's little womant 
Uttle woman!" 

This glimpse into her mother's heart, the diUd, 
held by some blind and delicate sense of honor, 
never 'shared with any other hnman isyes. When 
she was herself a woman grown, and not till then, 
she asked her fhthcr once, if he sapposed her mother 
to have possessed genuine dramatic talent. 

** Unqucstionabl}'," said the professor, lifting his 
head. ** My wUb was not like most women, given 
to magniQing every little aesthetic taste into an 
unappreciated genius. She had, beyond doubt, the 
histrionic gift. Under proper conditlona she might, 
have become fiimous." 

**Why, then, ahould ahe never have cultivated 
audi a gift? " ventured Avia. 

**Docansei" said the man ahnp^, **ahe married 
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** But do yon not suppose/' persisted Avis, ** that 
In all those years, shut up in this quiet house, she 
ever knew a rcsttoss tongiog In tlial«-in those-* 
In such directions? " 

Avis 'faltered beneath the M man's aharp and 
sudden look, bent upon her in a kind of deq>, In- 
dignant pity. 

** Tour mother was my wUb," he said superi)ly ; 
** and my wUb loved me." 

One other morning spent in the sunliglit with her 
mother became pictorial In Avia'a memoiy, — one 
other on^; and whether the tot threw the mors 
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pofmfU ibciw upon the last, or tho last against tha 
Int, H were difficolt to say. Aria waa nine years 
old that morning. It waa winter; and her fiither 
waked her in the ftvezing dawn, while aa yet only a 
mb»ffliB feather of gold fledcod the east, where snow* 
cloiids were piling high. 

Her mother had been ailing, ill : none knew ez- 
aetlj why. It waa quite certain that ahe had no 
dtocHe ; only tlie waxing and waning and wasting 
€if n line, feyerish excitement, for which there seemed 
to be neither canae nor remedy. 

Last ni^ they told her she waa better. 

They had called her now in hot haste. Swift feet 
passHJ to and ftp across the halla ; and roioes broke 
mad whispered at the doors. 

The cUU, in her little night-gown, pattered across 
fhe entiyv shiTering with cold ; but, when her mother 
asked her why she cried, she said papa had hurt her 
kaad when he took hM to lead her in. 

The liglit had broadened when ahe climbed upon 
tta Mgk, dd-ikahioned bed, and pulled aside the 
dodMS to get in upon her mother's arm. Some one 
ollfeeled to tUa ; butaomeone else said, «' Let the 
chad ahme." The cokMr in the east unfoMod, and 
i^gaimt the windows like a wing, ahe tlwo^t, 
hj dowB« and cniled against her mother's 
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** began lim child, ** I am sony yoo 
ShaVt I brfi« yon a Utile plolnrs thst 1 
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But her molher answered only, "There, mj 
daughterl Mother knrea her ; theraP* 
^ ** It la n picture of a bird, mamma, with trees. 
I thought you'd like to aee it. And — O mammal 
the wii^ I — see the wing the sun hss made upon the 
aky I It looka aa if it meant to wn^ ua, wn^ ua, 
wrap us in." 

As Avis, leaning on one little arm, uttered thcae 
words in tho dreamy monqtone of an imaginatiTe 
diild, the sun-burst broke Itall sgainst her face. 

It was then that there raog throughout the room n 
tenae and awe-struck ciy. It was not in any aenae 
a cry of pain ; rather surdiaiged with a burden of 
wondering Joy. Then there IbUowed words resonant 
and vibrant: — 

** Under the ahadow of Htt wing ahalt tkom 
abide.". 

But when Aria, dassled by the sunrise, turned her 
head, aome one came ftom behind, and swiftly hdd a 
gentle hand across her eyes. And though she begged 
them, till the day was dark again, to let her go back, 
Just Ibr onoe, and hear mamma aay, ** Mother lorea 
her," none would giro her leaye. 

The proftssor's sister was a hmneleas widow, of 
excellent Veimont intentions, and high Ideala in cup- 
cake. In the oouTMof aeerereandahnplelilbahe 
had known one passkm, and one only, — the refined 
passion Ibr flowers, whidi nrnkes the sole poetiy of 
mai^ A plain, proaalo stoiy. Shs aooepted her oaO* 
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lag and «lectioD oonsdcntioiislyf when she was ram- 
nofied to that moat difllcalt of hiimAn tasks, the 
tndning of another woman's child. Wlien IJegcl's 
letter camo, beseeching her to bring the presence of 
the ** erer-womanlj " into the desolated house of 
m heart-bidcen man, she prayed over it for a week. 
And then she spent another in wondering wliat it 
would be her dear duty to do by that child in regard 
Co pickles and hot biscuit: her poor mother had 
never attended to her diet. She held it to be the first 
bnsineBS of any woman who undertook the manage- 
ment of a literary family, like her brother's, to attend 
properly to its digestion. And th 3n she wrote her 
brother simply — sajing nothing of either prayers 
or piddcs — that slie would come and do the best 
■he coold. Her sole stipulation was, that she might 
be allowed to bring her geraniums. 

Her best — to her glory be it said, ftom the day 
when she first nnpadccd in the professor's house 
Ifae rather rural-looking trunks, to which Avis's town- 
bied sensibility immediately objected— > aunt Chloe 
Ihithftillyy evenly, and nobly did ; and what could 
angels or mothers more? 

Yet when she had been in her brother's ihmily a 
year, she came to him one day with a sunken look 
abont the temples,— a flunil}' look, indicating sternly* 
legnta s ed fbdllng, in which she bote at times a mar- 
TeSoQS fikeness to the professor* 

** Hcfd,*' said the chlkiless woman, with a quiver- 
ii« Bm •• I should Ifte to have yonr little daughter 
km nM s hot Fm aftiM she never wiU." 
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"What's the matter now?" Ilie professor 
brought his blade brows together, looking up* fiora 
the copy of Hamilton's Logic, in which he was try- 
ing, with the " patience of genius," to keep six 
places open with five fingers. 

** Xof hing ver}- new," sighed aunt Chloe. ** The 
same old story. She had to rip her seam out in Ibe "^ 
— tlie nndcignnncnts, and she wmdd not stir the 
JcUy. And, when I went to ask her why she had not 
made her bed, I fdund her imtting tinfoil over the 
medallions that 3*ou brought IVom Mantua ; maldng 
impressions of them with her finger-nail. And the * 
noses, Hcgd I It will displease you vciy much to 
see the noses. The Laocodn is as bh&dc as the 
register; and the Apollo " — 

The professor strode across the room, and into 
the parlor whero A^is sat, deep in the broad cush- 
ioned window-sill, with the medallions on her lap. 
A vein on tlio child's temple began to throb as she 
looked up. 

'* Ptapa, I never meant to hurt their noses I I 
didn't know they wero so tender, — Just like sugar. 
I wanted to make a statue out of the tinfoil. Poor 
Apollo, papa I He's Just a snub." 

Avis brought the medallions to him with a swift, 
sweet gcsturo of appeal, whidi too ftequcntly con- 
verted her cfcorest faults into her most irresistible 
daims upon one's sympathy ; or, as aunt Chloe put 
it, **tnniod her ftom a sinner into a suflbror" at 
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••Nerer mind the nosesl'* said the profenor, 
Inttahiy tcMliig the medflUions to one dde. **ATis, 

don't JOT knro joor tiiiit Chloe ? ** 

••Why^jes!" said AtIs, with wide ^jet. •••lUke 
eantOSUM. It isn't aimt ClUoe that I hate." 

«< What do yoQ hate? " 

Her Ikther looked at her aeroM the great blade 
Logle, aa a depressed garrison might look at the 
laugie s a of an enemy whose morements it was nt- 
toly nnable to fbrecast. 

•« Annt Chtoe says it's nnladyliko to hate," said 
AtIs. **If it to, then I'd rather not be a lady. 
There axe other people in the world than ladies. . 
Andlhatetomakomybcd; and I hate, hate, to sew 
dwmises; and I hate, hate, ft<ite, to go eooking round 
tte kitchen. It makes a crawling down my bads to 
aew. Bat the crawling oomes ihnn hating: the 
Boro I hate, the more I crawl. And mamma never 
cooked about the kitchen. I think that is a ser- 
Tsaf s woric I'm rery ngly to annt Chloe some- 
tfaestpapa. And then I'm sorry. Bat I don't tell 
her, vilesslthlnkofit On the whole, papa," add- 
ed the chfld graT^, ** I hare so ma^y sorrows in 
tUa woild, that I don't care to live." 

«• Bat,'* said her flither, with rather a gjmnaa- 
tfc s f g i Bfff T f, *« it to shiiking not to attend to year 
woilu Time's notidng meaner than a shbk." 

«• rmnot a shirk, papa! " cried Avto, with hot, 
ejes. •« It IsnH the loorl; I hate. Iraked 
fcryon last lhll,and joa add I 
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it most as wen as Jaooba. And I go to the po^ 
office every day. It's not the woridng, bnt the 
hating and the crawling, that I mind." 

" It to proper that little girto shoohl learn to sew 
and cook," said the professor of inteUoctnsl phikMO- 
phy fidntly. He tamed the leares of the Lc«;ic; he 
groped blindly among Uie marginal annotationa. Hto 
two hondred nnrnly boya in the college daaa-room 
ho coold manage ; bat all the wiadom of 8ir William 
waa as the folly of a fool to teadi a great man what 
to say to a little giri who did not like to sew. 

Thero was a vdn of broad tolerance in Hegd 
DobcU's staidy nature. lie knew that it woald give 
him ** a crawling " to sit for fifteen odnntes at thai 
alow, ncrvoaa, predae drawing in and oat of the 
needle, at which hto littto daughter, with fludied 
diedcs and twitdiing fingers, eat by the hour at a 
thne. ** A crawling? " Call it a brain-fever. 

Yet it was unquestionably proper for all women, 
certidnly for all women betonging to hhnself, to be 
Tcrscd in those domestic accomplishments to which 
the fcminine nature was created to a4|uat itadf 
happily at some cost So he only said, — 

«« Wdl, well, my dear; do as annt ChkM bida 
yoa, and hate aa fow things aa possibto. And now, 
if yoa want to make statnea, spare n^ medaUlona, 
andputthe tinfoQ on your doQs' ikoea In the ptoy 
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•• My doOsI" said Avis. Ilercotorcansswift^t 
dw lifted her littto head with the bdptosa kwk of 
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OM who raoelTM a perfectly uiiaTeiigeable iniiilt. 
** WIqt, peiNi 1 I haren't hod a doll rince long before 
aamiiia died. Toa Inuno I buried mj last one under 
tiw tool-lioiiMi And Coj ceme to the ftineral/' 

Bat papa and Sir William the Wise were gone. 

** It is an admitted principle in all systems of 
fdwcatton»" said the professor plaintiTely to his sis- 
ter* ** that some ooncesdon shall be made to the 
■oaldaofindiridaality. In point of fhct, all theories 
eool off in sooh moolds at last. There certainly is 
this deownt of Justice in the electoral system which 
is in danger ot becoming so threatening to . oor 
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** Do yon want AtIs to gire op learning to cook ? " 
asked aut Ghloe, with d pouled fhce. 

««Csttalnly not/' said her fhther, retreatii« 
pnmafiQj and safely bdiind the corer of the Logic. 
Anni Ghloe sighed. In her heart she thought, 
ttai if AtIs fhHed in the end to grow np like other 
gfarls, nod be a credit to her, it woold be owing diieily 
to her poor mother's dtj-bred, anthiifly system of 
aerrants to manage their woik with so little 
super vision. 
H hm been said that ereiy human opinion Is 
to have had its martyrs. AmitGhloa 
ne to tte stake cheerftaDly te this ooo- 
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CHAFTEB IV. 

'T«C Ikoiwi^bly to taUtv* In Mi«^ •«■ wit 
So •■•% Mif ww« thoiMfk, ««!• to do 



THE illundnated hours of lifo are few ; but those 
of our flrst youth hare a picrdng splendor which 
neither eaiiicr nor later caqpciienco can by any chance 
absorl;. Avis was peihaps sixteen, when one of 
these phosphorescent hours flashed upon her. 

To the day of her death she will recall the last 
detail that expressed it to her. As most of us re- 
Yire the sunrise of lore, or the first assault of giief, 
it is given to a few to indi%-idufilixe the moment when 
aspiration lays a coal of firs upon our young dumb 

lips. 

She was down in her fether's apple-orchard, where 
the low, outsUrting branches yield the outlook to the 
sea. Between her and the shors swept placidly the 
expanse of the ferm, ibr whose sake the professor 
dung with syllogistio precision to the old-ihshioned 
house so fer from the centre of the town. The ripen- 
ing grain had a sinuous, feminine motion under the 
light wind. The stalks of the young com tnmod 
their edges in profile towarda the sun ; and the short 
silk hni« like the hahr of bablea, tani^ and feUiog t 
it seemed to AtIs thai she conk! sea a stir now and 
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fhen, and tiny green hands put np to posh it oat of 
vinkiiv eyes. In the meadow the long grajs rioted ; 
and blade and brown and yellow bees made lore to 
crimson dovers. How they bloshed 1 She sho*dd 
think tliqr would* They were too lavish of their 
Iknmj, those bosom do^-ers, like an nntangfat coantiy 
lassie with a kiss. Bat the daisies that skirted the 
old gray stone walls — the sUm, white daisies with 
the golden hearts^kwkcd to the yoang girl's fimey 
like the viigins in the Bible stoiy, canning each a 
bomlDgbmp. 

She had dimbed Into the highest, airiest branch of 
the Ui^iest tree in all the orchard, prindpally be- 
eaose annt Chloe said it was onlarlylike to cUmb. 
Any tfaiiq^, ereiy thing, that aant Chloo did not want 
her to be, she woald like to become that morning. 
It WM p«n«ly becaase all things had gone narrowly 
wrong in doors that day, that she had taken hat 
little Une-and-gokl girls' copy of " Aorora Lci^," 
and foahed oat ficrody with it into the wide Jane 
veather. Because aunt Chloe had made her Ute 
to the drawing-lesson to get that parlor swept; be- 
siie had been rode and wrong aboat it, and 
Chloe had been polite and right; because aunt 
Chloe had ssld she woukl never grow gentle and 
Uko other girls, and she had retorted that 
hoped she nerer, never, never should ; because, 
too, siw had toU aunt Chloo hotly, to that good 
lady's eztieme perplex!^, that •' coi}Ml-d«s(/iig, 
fhaufft • jwsc^ frads, wa§ nci tki impenHv$ lotof 
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ttfter att" and so had run up to get the poem, and 
see in secret if she had her quotation right, — because 
of all this, hero they were, she and Aurora together, 
tosdng like feathers in the apple-bough, high, stiUt 
safe iWim all the whole round, ra^ng world. 

Besides, aunt Chloe never could find her, and 
would have to nmke the pudding by herself. 

So near our pettiest motives ck> our largest In- 
spirations lie I 

She had easily thrown off the aim«>yaiice of the 
morning, with the blessed, elastic temper of her 
young years; flinging herself upon one elbow, In 
that way of hers, pressing her fiogers against her 
temple and under the girlish fillet of her doscly 
braided hair, balandng herself destcroucly by her 
feet upon (he tremulous bough, sikI so phin^l into 
that id3i of the Juno, that girls' gosi^cl, which will 
be great as long as there are girls In the world to 
think it so. 

As few poems are ever read, as only an Imaglna* 
ti\'e giri can read those few, Avis in the apple-bough 
read on and on. She had always meant to take Just 
some such June momiog, and find out to her satis* 
fection what the woman really meant to saj' who 
wrots that book, but had only nibbled at it hitherto 
in^scrlminatel}*, after the manner of girls. 

Full of the vague restlessness which p oss e sse s all 
healtliy young creatures, and the more definite hun* 
gers natural to a giri of her temperament, A\is was 
ready to be fed with any fell, ridi nutriment which 
to promlis fibrins to a ymwlng omL 
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PdUob or necUr, brinutonn or maniuh our lipi 
•lake at tiw nearest, be it what It may, in the ciiMa 
of that flne ibver which oomea but once in life. 
Aria waa not without capability of reUahing a certain 
qoality of poiaon, not too ftilly flavored, of priamatio 
tuita, and in a lily'a ahape, like hj-adntha. But it 
waa aitent aa a convent in the apple-boogha ; the 
gfowiog day drew on a aokmn veil of light ; open 
the aea the atepa of unseen aacred feet were atirring 
— and 80 the manna fell. 

I like to think of tliia yoong thing, coiled there, 
like an oread, in the apple-tree, with the shadow of 
a leaf set like a aeal upon her parted lipa, and her 
ejea leaping now and then, domb prisoners, ftom 
ber book to the horison of the aommer aea ; her 
heart arising with the awoet imperionsness of giri- 
liood to solve the problem of her whole long Uib 
before that robin yonder ahoold oeaae singing, or the 
next wave break upon the ahore, or the lamp of one 
of tlie virgin dalaiea go oot under the ahadow of the 
^nttijfng dond that awept acroaa ihe meadow. 
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and ars there not those of as who would yield our 
fires to know thefar Junea once more? 

Avia, hang yeara after, nafl to remember with a 
fioeftlve thrill bow aha aaid ahmd that momliVf 
thmwlqg bade ber head-, and tuminig her ^ye through 
tke ckM kavea to the vivfcl aky, — 

••lasaattta. What did God mean by ttatr' 
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And then waa frightened leat the very oriolea diouU 
understand her. It seemed to her to be the first 
time that ahe had ever really thought ahe waa alive. ^ 
But no one could underatand : no one $k9uld under- I 
atand.' She aat up, and looked at the Urda with ' 
her finger on her lipa. "^ 

Deapite our moat oonadentiona endeavor to ** go 
on cutting bread and butter," it ia on ideala thai 
the worid'a atarvation fbeda. And to moat of ua 
who must perforce live prose, there is a diarm be- 
yond all definition in the devetopment of a poetic 
nature. In the budding of all young gifla, in the 
recognition of all high graoea, in the kindling of all 
divine fires, we fed a generooa glow upon our own 
ooldcr and aerener fktea, like the preaence of the late 
evening light upon a drift of anew. When the paa- 
aion of our Uvea has bug since waated into pathoai 
and hope baa ahriveUod to fit the oell of oare, we 
lean with increaaing ardor on the hearta of thoae in 
whom pprpoae and poetry were permitted to be one. 

On Monday wlien the fire amokea, on TVieaday 
when the billa come in, on Wedneaday when the 
diihiren ciy, it ia not more amoke, mors debt, nMirs 
teara, we want: tdl ua, rather, how a atatne grew, 
or how a poem apraog, or how a aoi^ waa wro i^ g ht , 
or how a prayer eonodved. 

Avia dimbed down fkom the appl e t re e ly and by, 
with ^3rea in which a proud young purpoae hld« It 
had eoDM to her now — it had all cone to herveiy 
plaia^— 'iri^she waaallvoi what God maMt by 
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■iUiig her; what he meant by her beliig Atia 
Dobell, and reading Jnat that thing that morning in 
the applo-boaghs, with the hreath of June npon her, 
^Aria Dobell, who had rather take her pointing- 
loMon than go to the aenior party, — Joat Aria, not 
Coy, DorBarbanu 

She dimbed down, and went atrai^t into the 
hoQoe to her ihther. The oriolca looked kindly 
after her ; and the maiden daiolca held their lampa 
aloft to light the going of her impetoooa feet ; and 
pcrliq^ cither IHrda or flowera came nearer to the 
yooi^ girl*a heart Joat then than oar tendereat 
hnaginafiim can ercr take na. 

Anm Giloe had made her podding alone, and the 
profcaaor had eaten it. Avia thought of it aa aha 
went Into the atndy. Very well. Other women 
might make poddinga. 

She went atraight to her Ihther'a knee, and, atand- 
ii^ with her atnw hat hanging by the atrioga be- 
tween her craeaed handa, aaid aa ahnp^ aa if aha 
had been aoUing for A kiaa, — 

•• Tiap^ I ahookl like to be an artiat, if yoa 



The pioftaaor hwked op ftom the **Critiqoe of 

with a fidnt, appealing perplexity, 
Boa n diHd waked iW»i n nap in a atrange room. 

•«0 Ariel yon hare eomo. Yoor annt mlaaod 
jrvB at dfamor. I am aony that yoa hare made Imt 
oooMe aDoa» yoor cMNaeauc aauca* 

te n MOMo* pedboUly aCUL 8ha 
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acldom enthely loat the deUeate, flactnating eoiei 
whidi lighted her Ihoe. At that moment aha be- 
came, for one of Teiy fow timea in her lift, abao- 
Intely pale. 

*^Bat, papa,'* ahe atretched oat both her handa a 
little towarda him,— ^** papa, yoa do not nndcrotand 
me. I haye dcdded thia morning that I want to be 
an artiat. I want-to be edncated aa an artiat, and 
paint pictarea all my life.*' 

«« Poh, poh I " aald the profeaaor. <« Nonaenae I " 

Ah, well ! we mnat foigive him. What ahoald he 
know of the apple-troea and the oriolea, the daiaiea,' 
and the bloe-and-gokl poem, and the way of a Jane 
morning with a yoong giri*a heart? 

** Nonaenae, nonaenae I " repeated Ptofoaoor Do- 
bell. ** I can't have yoa filling yoor head with any 
of theae womanlah aplnga of a man'a aflhiro, like 
n monkey playing tnnea on a hand-oigan." He 
apoke wiUi a rode irritability not common with him 
In hia treat ment of hlo little dang^ter ; and nnder 
that cavern of hia brc^wa glittered the nra aparfc 
whidi hia wilb had known ao well. 

Aria, by oomo aobtfe law of aaaociation,^ thoqglit 
at that moment of her mother, and wondered if papa 
were thinking of her alao ; hot ahe aaid nothing, on^ 
tomod miacrably away. 

u Bat my child," called her ihther more gea%, 
** cone hero, oome hero I What la all tUa aboat? 
I don't anderatand. If yon want to go on wItt 
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jov dmrlog-Iessoiis, nothing is to pterent, that 1 
knovr. Make yonnelf hM^pjpy with your paint-box, if 
jott lika. That was a rciy pretty little copy which 
joa made me of 8ir William. The likeneaa waa 
lealljr pwae r rcd." 

Still, atm, and forever, Achillea will hare hia cne 
little Tolncrahilitj. When he waa a yoang man, 
Degel Dobdl had been told that he reaemblod Sir 
WllUam Ilamilton. Perhaps he did : atallovents, it 
waa the iiiido and delight of hia gentle lifb to think 
ao. A portrait engraring of the great philosopher 
ahraja hoqg abore the stndy-table. To bo inritcd 
Into thai atndy waa to be expected to obsenre with 
more or less promptness that remarkable likeness* 
His eoQege-boya nnderstood thia ao well, that he 
Bsed fieqnently to remaik, after a visit iW»n aomo 
than commonly promising young man, how 
that rcacmblance aeemed to be thon^t to in- 
with jreaia* 
It waa a very pretty little copy,*' repeated the 
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«« I do not want to auke pretfy little copiea I '* died 
Avis with qoiveriQg lip. ** * / who ieve mjf oH 
mmJd nemr wUk U lower io ohU my sColmv.* *' 

The profeaaor of inteDectoal phikMophy, not being 
wdl read in**Aorora Le|^," atarod atthiaalana- 
i^g qiootathNi. Dot Aria went headlong on, — 

** I want to bo educated. I want to bo thoraqghly 
ednc a teil in ait. Mr. Uaynard toU mo, when 1 
the TsMH, that I ahoold go to Fknanoe/' 
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<< Certainly," add her flithcr, **yoa ahall go to 
Florence in due time, like other educated young 
htflies. And, when j-ou haTo had enough of Mr. 
Maynard, I wiU send 3*00 to the Art School, if that 
will make you happy. Dut IVet no more about * be- 
ing * thia or that. Tour business at preaent ia to 
* be * a atudious and womanly girl. Now Uss me, 
and ran and beg aunt Chloe*a pardon Ibr being kte 
to dinner." 

80 lightly do we dispose of the instincts of the 
young thing lifting the first startled, aelf-concentrated 
e^iestoours. Wopatthealeepinglionatourfbetaa ' 
if it were a apanicl, oflbring milk aad augar to the 
creature that woukl fbed on fleah and bk)od, and 
aettlo, after the trifling disturbance, to our after- 
dinner nap. 

There was little enough of the lion in poor Avla'a 
com{x>sition. She had all tba adf-oonaciouaness of . 
the artistic temperament with but a email share of 
iU sclf-confldcnoe. After this little scene with her 
fhther, she shrank and ohiiToDod into herself for a 
long time. She must be sputied, applaaded, to her 
possibility, or it waa poaaible no kmger. It aeemed ' 
to her an arrogance not to aMaaure her, belief In; 
henelf by the belief of others in her. ^Abore all, 
ahe cra^'ed at thia time the dai^ stir and athnulna of 
an idealizing love, j She wondered aometlmea, if In 
the feeling that other giila had about their mothers 
ky hidden the wine wMdi ahe fbond ailaahtg fW» 
hn youth. ' For a aod which hnred hsr ao that tt 
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emdd not JU^ bdlering in hcTf AtIs ooold lisf« dand 
the ivorid. Ba| onlj moChera, she Bappoeed, ever 
cned ftir s perfdexed end aolitaiy girl like thmt 
Stfll, beenee lier ham had oome, and beoanae *' the 
foie waa in her," ahe bent bUndly to her young por- 
poee, in her yoong and groping way. 

Bat ahe quoted no more Hra. Browning to 'nor 
fttfaer; and, if he praiaedlicrcnjona, die eat politely 
rilcnt. It iapoaaible that this poised reserve ezdted 
in the p r ofe s sor more respect than a man may nata- 
laQy be a upp o a ed to Ibel for the mental p roceases of 
Ids daq^ter at any age. 

When Atia, being nineteen, and having Ihiished, 
ss one waa caieftd to aay in Harmoath, her 9chool 
education, thua deUcatoly expressing the true Har- 
moath eoeqiaaslon fi»r those types of society in which 
pest-gradnate oooraea of reading were not added to 
a young ]ady*a acoomptiahments, — when Avia waa 
sent to Europe with the Hogarths and Coy to atay a 
year, she k iss ed her Hither good-by aa innocently 
and qpdte aa diannini^y aa maj young lady who waa 
trsvwHng to improvo her accent in ^endi* But, 
when tibe year waa oat, he reoeiTed flom her a seiioaa 
propos it io n , thai her ftlenda be allowed to retom 
wiftoal bar* and that ahe be neimitted to remain for 

**8hs haant ondeKbtheo enoush/' aaid annt 

Ghloedselds4y. ••lonlyilttsdheroutforayear." 

Whan tts profeasof , with a slow amOsi aoggeated 

n dl■■eu^^^y wMoh time and 
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talent could overcome, annt Chloe looked very mudi 
depressed. If Ilegel were going to give in to Avis 
at last, alter all the good sense that he had shown 
in managing her, the poor girl would never be a 
credit to her, never, and her life's woik would slm- 
pJly be thrown away. Aunt Chloe was of qdte aa 
unselflsh a temper as the moot of us ; but she fomid 
it hard sometimes to trace the exact distinction be- 
tween Avis's good and her own glory. 

'^Besides," uigcd aunt Chloe, '* what is to become 
of her when she is married? *' Annt Chloe held it 
to be impossiblo that any woman could make home 
happy without being able to make good Graham 
bread; and Avis's last remarkable experiment in 
this direction was yet ^i^idly in mind. How a 
course of instruction in oil-colors was to help the 
matter, it really was not immediately easy to see. 
But the pn^essor strode about his study a little 
while, and then sat down and wrote, — 

** It is the custom, in the training of carrier^tovea, 
to let them all loose flrcm their plaoes of confine- 
ment into the upper air; but those whidi do not 
return readily without interference are cast aside aa 
too dull to bo worth the trouble of ferther education. 

** I lot jfou go, my dear daughter, not without 
misgivings ; but omnipotent Nature is wiser than I. 
I should be duller than the dullest bird among them 
all, if I could not trust yon at her hands.*' 

Avis had now phiQgod into a life whidi extremely 
few women in AnMrioa, twenty ysais agOf feund It 
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cilber poMible or dedniblo to lead. ThoM who 
kiiov anj thing of aii-drcles in Italy at that timt 
win recall the impression made upon them by her 
sopeib perscTerance in mastering the diiBoiilties of 
her position bog before her gift had been distin- 
girished ftom a grace. The shy American giri of 
tiie anqiicstioQable breeding and the yet half-blos- 
soned beantj, tiod the mases of Florentine life with 
an innooent n^iCnre which protected her like a shin- 
ing reiL 

The p ro s pect of NWf**»*"^'"g proper smroondings 
to her ventnre had seemed, at first, a hopeless one ; 
bat one day her friends looked about to find that 
the little Yankee giri had brooght her drcomstances, 
Hko spaniels, to her feet* She had even provided 
henelf with a dkajMTMS of Mrs. Hogarth's own 
tftw^iiTit 8hs had then armed herself with a new 
palette, O^'s last Uss, and a single introdnotoiy 
letter, and, with the snbUme assurance of twen^, 
strai^itway to woriu 

unth n dnmb Joy, such as some world-side sod 
of on may fed in the actual, long-delayed presence 
of dcsth. this yomg thing now began in sool and 
sense to Hve. 

Now, Indeed, shs knew that she had never lived 
bctae. Shs lead hor life badnraids, like the Chal- 
Anns, traariatii« all its sappressed text by the 
light of her aspiratioD, as happy lovers view their 

ninatlon of thehr kyve, grndgiog to 
tiiqr have epeot apart Wefindthal 
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most of the traits Of a great aflbctlonal passion exist 
in the yonqg genfais which Is making the first nse of 
its antenna. 

Her letter, over the dgnators of FMMdk May 
nard, was addressed to Alta Mora, once — as the 
Harmooth drawiog-teacher was used to say with 
lUl^ head, — once hhi master. 

** iQo over to Naples," said ths scmtinislQg artist 
to whom the yoong lady had been advised to cany 
it; ««go and ask Atta Mom what he wants done, 
with yoQ.*' 

Avis went to Naplee, and Alta Mara cent her 
baeksgain* 

•« Are yon rsa4y, yoong bdy,'* he had eald, ««to 
spend two days copyiqg a csiiot that hangs twenfy 
feet away from yon sgainst the wall? '' 

«« Two hundred, if I must," said Avis. 

** Then throw away eveiytUng in your veiy pretty 
portfolio. Maynard has taken to copying from ths 
flat. Go back to Fkxenco, to a man whose nsme ril 
give yon, in a street that I will tell yon. Do exactly 
as he bids you for two years ; then ooom) back to 
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'« She wiU get tired of it in six months,*' said aunt 
Chh)e; ««but Fll knit her some woollen stockings, 
for I'm tokl the Italisa winters are (piite riieumatic." 
Aunt Chkw was still so old-fesUooed, that she would 
not say, «* nsuralgic,'' even of a youiy bdy's bones. 

And the profeeeor paced the silent stn^y, beneath 
the portrait of Sir William, wo«larii« 
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when file ran got low, where it was he foand that 
imtfaer toachlog aneodote ahout the carrier-dorca. 

AyIs, in the little ban atodio,— high, high, ao 
high Ihai it aeemod, bj patting her hand out of the 
window in tlie roof, ah^ conld tooch the porple wide- 
ncaa of the Florentine aky, — had her own thooghta 
aboot thoae doves, perhaps. 

Bat she atoopod to her task with a stem, nngirUsh 
doggedncaa. In tlie little attio stadio, Pcgasns 
kfcked at Hao plough now and then, bat, on the 
whole, bdiaved himself somewhat remarkably. She 
was joong to hare been ao docile ; bat. she thought 
nothing abont that. She did not know that ahe waa 
>Jn anj aenae nnnsnal in coining the ibrvors of twenty 
( to aeoore that most elosi^'o of human gifta, — a dia- 
diilined imagination. The self-distrost which had 
ahnmk at the ifarat rebolf of ardor waa her prcaerva* 
tkm now. She abandoned herself to the grating 
di od gwi ea involved in mastering the teehniquB of 
art with a paaaion of which it were nolt discerning 
Mi to say that it added to the fire of the artiat 
ao—ething of feminine aclf-abnegation. 

Is ahofft, Avia ahared the fhte of most American 
art-atodenta in Italy at that time. She almply spent 
two years anleandog, that ahe might begin to learn. 

When tlieae two years were over, she went bade 
foAltolinim. Heaaid,— 

** J!f€fw I wiD aoe if yon can be tau^t,'' and took 
ker, wUh her dkapenma, into the aidier^ nnder liis 
pwtaalioei She want to bar piaoa on the tmoA 
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aettee before the atndenta enteredi and left it aftef 
they had gone. 

When two yoara were gone again, AltaMora aent 
hnrtoFaria; and Fsria aent hor to Cooturs. 

.When ahe waa in Faria, her fhther came ont to aec 
her. 

«< I think I woald let the dove fly,'' he aaid, •' a 
little longer.*' 

One day Coutare came into the atndio, and aaid, — 

** MademoiaeUe, I will give you two yeara to make 
a reputation." 

Avia, atanding with her alender thumb piercing 
her palette, and her bruahea gathered with it, thruat 
out her empty hand with a geaturo which the great 
artiat admired more thorou^ly than he nnderstood. 
Her magnificent, rare pallor swept over her (hoe, and 
the quality of her fbaturea heightened. Her face 
and head looked laiger when ahe waa pale. She 
reminded him at that moment of Soddoma'a Rosana, 
in the Akxander'a marriage at Home. Copiea fimn 
the fbeaoo eometimes had that coloaaal look, and her 
fhoe had taken on the Unta of a deep engraving. If 
the Ardmngel Gabriel had aaid, ** Mademoiaelle, I 
will let yoa into heaven, be but ao good as to wait 
an hour," Avia might have looked at him with Just 
that widening of the eyea and parting of the lipa. 

She went bade to her apartmenta that morning 
with a dazxkd fooe ; bat ahe walked weakly, and 
for the first time for near^ alx years of hard woifc 
anil limit hiannslftOTS, huiat Infn a passim nf lv» 
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teiical tens* She had worked so gently and so 
hnmblj, with aiidi. patient service of her possibQityf 
fliat aacceas orertook her with more the grip of a 
paraljaia than the thrill of a delight. For two 
dajs ahe laj actually iU opon her bod. For a week 
ahe did not enter the studio, but wandered about 
Fittia like a spirit in a vision. The monardi of her 
young Ihture had turned lover, and kneeled at her 
feet. His resplendent promise humbled her. like 
the beggar-maiden in the story, she stzetdied no 
hand out towards her crown, and stood with down* 
cast cjea ** before the King Cophetna." 

It was under the glamour of these blinding days 
that sibe found herself one afternoon wandering into 
the Madeleine. The blessed Christian habit by which 
an oirer-fhn heart relieves itself in prayer to an un- 
seen God, was on her. 

But Just then the tropical Catholic atmosphere 
cane more kindly to the New-England girl than any 
other could. In the college chapel at home, perhaps, 
ahe would have found aif audible public prayer at 
an arotie remove fWnn the aeething necessities of 
her mood. She kneeled at vespers in the Madeleine 
in that temper when a religion of emotions assumes 
a aaiOMdotal authority over the intellect, and even a 
a up era tltl on takes on the sacrodness of ikith. Avis 
oAcB Ibuml In audi hours a certain positive ptQnsloal 
lepoaOf whidi only the reverent can understand, or 
perimps, respect. It seemed to her that these 
wkkli bora the buidBQ of centnlea of hali^ 
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uarticdlate human longing, surrounded her like ever* 
lasting arms; and upon the chant whidi held the ary 
oi agea she leaned her head, aa John did upon the 
bosom of Us Lord. It would be impoesible, of 
course, to explain to any other than a believer that 
thla was something as much deeper than a ph3'Biolo> 
gical eflbct as the soul is finer than the bo^y* 

It was when Avis rose flom her knees, with the 
halo that John himself might have worn upon her 
fiboe, and waa about turning, with the few atray 
Faribiana who surrounded her, to leave the Made- 
kino that afternoon, that ahe found heiself arrested 
by a pair of eyea Ihstened upon her in the twili^t, 
across the nave. 

They were the eyea of a fbUow-countiyman, aa it 
took but the flash of an instinct to see. 

Avis, in that flaah, aaid, **Tliere la a rcmaikabls 
ikce 1" Peihaps any one would have called it a re- 
maikable Ihce: certainly, in the impreaalve back* 
ground <tf the dim-lit diurch, it blaied like an amber 

intaglio. 

We aee occasional^ in women, but veiy rare^ in 
a man, that union of the Saxon and the Southern 
whidi weda the fair hair to the daik ^ye. Thia Ihoe 
was set in a nimbua of bright hair, which, in a boy* 
hood not too long departed, must have been of deep, 
unusual gold. A beard which had never known a 
raaor quite concealed the outline of what seemed to 
be a aendtive mouth; but of that it waa inqwodble 
to tdL Tha youqg oym wore hia hair a^Mttia Ipqg, 
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pertiaps with either the caielessness or the aiRxsCft* 
tkm of a stodent. Avis liked the shape of his heiidt 
wliidi her irtist's glance had caught shnaltaiieoiislj 
with the color and character of his cjes. These 
were black, with a huge iridescent papil, whidi ihe 
fdt concentrated npon her — upon her lifted ikcci 
her arrested motion, her responsiTe attitude — like 
aborning-glass. 

The telegraphic signal-system of the homan sool 
iwna now and then in a dpher bUmk to the most 
imsglnatiTe of os all. It is not easy to explain, bat 
flMMt of OS will admit, the effect which people may 
pto do ce opon one another by the ootlesping ej'e In 
the prison of a chance crowd. I do not think thati 
am oferstating the esse, in saying that these two, 
nmn and woman grown, going oot fkom the Ifad^ 
leiiie thst afternoon to the world's wide ends, woold 
hoTO thooght of one another, as we think of an 
onread poem, or an andiscoreied coontiy, as long 
as either fived. 

Li AtIs this was rtry natoral. The artist's 
world is peopled with the Tanishing of sodi mote 
aad onknowB Mends ; and the artist's ^ys is priti- 
legod to take their passports as they come and go. 

Bst wiien, standing with her gloved hand upon a 
eofamn, her Ikee, draped in the darit Tcil of her 
Utle Ftflolan hal, bent Bli|^it|y fbrwards and np- 
wnds, and her ejes gone rebel to aU hot the in* 
eHMt of the monent, staitli«, she stirred and 

kH a ipeol tidal wawo of-oolor 



TBI 8X0BT CUT ATOk 



71 



smge aoroes her fboe. If tiw ejo of thai amber 
god across tiw yH4 Hnt bid ^*-*g»"^ an aitiBiy it 
had held a woman. 

Avis becsoKS awaio of ihk wifli a eeofcUqgt 
maMen^ self-oooni. She dropped her ?dl, and hn^ 
riod ftom the ciaiwii> 
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CHAFTERV. 

abl7fk«4ild <ko Lord, •ttllB* Ml 

o* tht wIb* maklnf* epMil; 

h« oMlM tf* the Mattii and looiit 



eintaftth* 
0^ hit alfl, 
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IF Philip Ostrander expected Miss Dobcll to Jotj 
his Gcnnan dass, he was doomed to what it is 
not exactlj oorrect to call a disappointment. Fkt>ba- 
hly he did eatpect it. The other jonng ladies had 
an Joined. Toong ladies were apt to Join any 
danea wUdi he chanced to open without nndue 
idnctaiioe. He had been in the frequent way of 
this ami of thing, in the natoral ooone of that 
griping straggle with wa3*s and means which had 
broqght the keen-eyed, povert3*-ridden boy from an 
snonltiTated Kew-IIampshiro home to one of the 
moat brilliant podtiona whidi New Enghind had 
tiientoolfer. 

For it was now considered, as Aris heard ihmi her 
fttbcr when ahe had been at home a little while, 
qoite asiuiid that Mr. Ostrander would ultimately 
take the geological diair through the probation of 
tte assistant professorship. Thie he was not a 
Hansooth graduate, this the prolbssor regretted 
keenly; but Us sUniqg talents homed the more con- 
te tUa diaadfantage. And that be Lad 



reftased a podtlon in his Ahna Mater to compass 
those two yean in Germany, by wUdi a promising 
young man expected, with some confidence, fifteen 
or twenty years ago, to become immediately ** dis- 
tinguished," had naturally recommended him to the 
Harmouth perceptive Faculty. 

Coy was tight when she said that Mr. Ostrander 
was thought in Harmouth to be remarkably rersptile. 

At all erents, a TersatUity whidi can be conTeited 
into a dollar an hour is not to be despised by a 
Harmouth tutor; and Ostrander held the rudder of 
his yet unanchored craft with a rery easy hand. 

In this matter of the German lessons ^wUdii 
requiring but the slightest type of attention, left 
him apace fixr a good deal of reveiy , — he waa oon- 
.adooa of watching narrowly to see what Mies Dobell 
woukl do. During the afternoons which he spent in 
thesunny parkyrs of the Ilannouth ladies, with tho 
prettiest girls in the dty diirping gutturals at hie 
feet, or in the erenings which ho devoted to Baibara 
AUen'a fine renderings of Sdiumann, he made no 
attempt to deny that the young artist occupied cer- 
tain large untravelled spaces upon the map of Us 
ftmcy. It is more than possible, that if Aria had 
drifted into the Gennan dass ; if there had been 
established between them that time-honored rdatioo 
of master and pupQ, whidi, always fraught with the 
ew e et est possible p«ils to man and woman, ia mors 
aUnuIatlng to the imagination of the pupil than of 
Ike master; If AtIs, too, had sat and cUipsd at hie 
— wdlfiilaltiwn? 
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TouMLj Oftnnder MBuined tliat then the delieate 
poem opened one day at Tespen in the Madeleine 
would haidiy have been fonnd worth the reading, 
and the radiant, nndiacorered oonntry woold have 
aearoely eooqiieDed the explorer over Vm threshold. 

Fbesibly, too, both nature and experience woold 
hare taken his brief, had he been tried for this 
aaaomption. Ostrander, at this period of his life, 
pfotected himself against the ambuscades of his 
own temperament with that forethought whidi an 
iDunaRied man of thiity is cleariy expected to have 
acquired. But he experienced a singular sense of 
relief and expectancy, when several weeks had 
I, and mss Dobell did noi Join the Geimaa 



That sibyl of the Madeleine pertiaps possessed 
j Um fine old dassie instinct which eveiy year he 
'^> thought grew rare and rarer among women. She 
"^ .'^ nmst, it seemed, be absolutely sought 

"* Some pressing Faculty business took him, before 
tbe TsHllfitiftg April days were quite over, to Fko- 
fcisor Dobell's house. He called at dusk, and aunt 
CUoe inrited him to tea. He hesitattegly reltased; 
1m( when she said, — 

** Then come next Friday, Mr. Ostrander s it is 
• loiqp time since we have had the i^easure, and I 
wMob mj biolber is always in good spirito when yon 
hum been to see us.!' he acoepted the invitation at 
Ha did not in the least attempt to wrestle 
b moUve in tUa InBOOsnt bit of seenesWfHngt 
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but allowed himself to be led bUndfbld by it. His 
wish to see that giri again had become hnperative. 
Ostrander had the deepest respect for whatever he [1^ 
found really hnpcrious in himself. ' ' 

With Friday, the New-England April weather had 
aasumed one of the caprices which we tolerate so 
tcndcriy in any bom coquette ; and snow fell heavi- 
ly. The day before had been as gentle as a baby's 
dream. Avis woricod in the studio in the garden 
without a fire ; and one of the colkge-boys brought 
Ostrander a tuft of saxifrage from the pale-groen 
promise of the meadows. That morning the wind 
lay in the- east sleepily enough ; but by noon the air 
was blurred with the laigc, irregular spring flakes, 
as if Nature had taken a wa^-ward fhncy to fokl her- 
self in a Japanese screen. In the afternoon, when 
Ostrander had stroUcd out of town, and down the 
shore to see the surf, the drifts were already piling 
high. He tramped through them lightly enough, in 
the rubber-boots which arc the chief end of man In 
New England, and with his soft silk cap drawn over 
his e3'es, and his powerfril figure bent a little with 
the first languid action of a wrestler upon it, yielded 
'himself to the intoxication of the winter shore. 

Few gentler passions pass more readily into the 
permanence and fidelity of love than the passion 
for the sea. Ostrander had an elemental kinship 
with it in himself, which every year of his life 
had inteniificd. He sometimes wished that he was 
quite sure he cared as much for any human creature 
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M he ^Ud for Harmoufli Harbor. He struck off 
down the drifted beach toward the Light. The wind 
was in his Ihoe. Through the opaqne air he ooold 
see raddj defined, like the ralucs of a vast, onfin- 
ished sketch, the waves leap and slip and fall upon 
the glased clilb, and across the narrow reef tnm 
wbidi the light-hoose shot sheer against the sky. 
71o poshed on down, perhaps a mile, to find a shelter ; 
mod there, with the tide at his feet and the spray in 
his fiice, flnng himself npon the flrcczing rodcs, pos- 
•eased with a kind of fierce but abundant Joy. 

The JJfjtkt stood Just across the bay where the 
Hmbor widened to the sea ; it might hare been a 
doaen rods or so lW>m where Ostrandcr sat. The 
reef, traversable at low tide, ran fhnn it to a gorge 
within the diff. The well-defined metallic tints conn 
mon to the New-England coast — the greens and reds 
and mnbers, the colors of rust, of bronze; of ruins 
-^eovefed the reef. The gorge was avein of deep 
purple lava, whidi to Ostrandcr's educated eye told 
tiie steiy of a terrible organic divorce. 

Hm wave that tore its heart out at his feet was 
flMw^Mtig green; hot, beyond that, the inroUing 
tide, the diall^ oatline of the Light, the harbor- 
■seoth, the nanowiog horizon, the low sky, all the 
waMf lay gray beneath the footsteiM of the dizzy 
anew. The wind wss rising fhmi the snllenness of 
m Worn to Hm anger of a gale ; and the crash of 
tks bfeakm wfaloh he eoold see had a shrill, peto* 
laataooDd sel tothe boon of those unseen across 
tihsbiV. 
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Was it the lawlessness of all this, or the law of 
it, that thrilled Ostrander? Was it the passion, or 
the purpose, which commanded him? Was the 
eternal drama of unrest an outlet, or an Inlet, to4iis 
nature; an excitant, or a sedative? It were haid 
to say. The young man asked himself (he question, 
but found a ahrug of his fine shoulders the most 
intelligent answer at his comniand. 

Or pcrlmps we must admit that there was as much 
rlieumatism as'philosophy in that shnig. It certainly 
was growing very cold, and darkening fast. 

Ofltrander had been somewhat sheltered by the 
diff at whose feet he sat ; so much so, that ho was 
quite unaware of the extent to which the wiml liad 
risen* A mon docs not sit rcry long niion an icc- 
coverod rock ; but a few moments will sulTIco to let 
loose the prisoned temper of an April gale. Wlicn 
he turned to get bade to the bcadi, ho found the 
wind radng through the lava-goigo at the rate of 
perhaps eighty miles an hour, and the snow sceth- 
ing under liis feet before the first oncoming of the 
heavy, breeze-swept tide. 

He stopped to puU up his coat-collar, as he would 
now have the storm at his back ; as he did so, the 
fog-bell began to toll ftom the Light, and he turned 
Instinctive^ at the sound. 

At that moment he saw a figure between himself 
and the light-house, moving slowly shorcwards along 
the reef. It was the figure of a woman-^it was 
the figure of a ladyy alight and doUcatdy dressed. 
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It WM not SO daik bat that he ooold see that she 
moTod frith groat difflcnlty. Tho rocf was Jaggod 
as a aaw, and glaro with tho thin, blao, cnid ioo. 
It ran at an angle to the northwaid, and took the 
whole sweep of the easterly gale. 

Ostnnder, as he watched her, felt the blood tin^e 
aliont Ids heart. He believed that thcro was but one 
Ifldj in Ilarmouth who would have token a walk to 
the l^t-hoose on such a day. Did Miss Dobcll 
know that not one woman in one hundred oould get 
•cross that rocf in a blow like this? The light- 
keeper must have been mad to let her sti>.rt. 
• It seemed that the light-keeper himself was coming 

to that late and usefhi conclusion. Dimly through 
the snow Ostrander saw the flash of the lantern with 
whidi be had aoeompanicd her to the reefs edge. 
Then was still much siddy light in the ahr, and tho 
lanlcro shone pak) and ghastly. The man gesacn- 
la fy i Tident^y, and seemed to be shouting unheard 
wofds. Ostrander remembered suddenly how shd- 
low tho rodcs grew in sloping to the Uttte island. 
Hie rifl "g tkle had probably cut between the keeper 
mmk the iMkr. and tar tUs time distinct^ seraed 



Ostiander heritated no tongcr, bnt ran swiftly out 

vpon the reef. 

She was making her way raliantly enough, per- 
iHpa without any moro than a vague and not un- 
ptrnant oonsdousness of posdble peril. The gsle 
look llM heatr drapeiy of her skirto and h)qg watw 
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proof cloak in a emel fhshion, winding them about 
and about her limbs. She looked very tall in the 
waning light, and thcro was a certain grandeur in her 
motions. She stood out against the ice-covered rock 
like a crcaturo sprung ih>m it, sculptured, prime^-d, 
bom of the storm. 

As Ostrander ran dong the rocf, he saw her stop 
or stagger, hesitate, then stoop slowly, and take to 
her hands and knees. 8he rose sgain in a moment, 
and stood cowering a little, afhdd or unable to stretch 
her fUn height to the force of (he gale, which seemed , 
to Ostrander something satadc, now that he was in 
the teeth of it upon that reef. CkMikl a blind, insen- 
sate Ibroe of Nature, so many feet of atmos^ihcrie 
prcssuro to the square inch, olxxlicnt to a powerful, 
and, on 'the whole, kindly-disposed Creator, set tho 
whoto weight of its brute oiganism to work with this 
devilish intdligcnee, to best a delicate woman, blow 
by bloff, todeath? There seemed something so pro* 
foundly revolting to Ostrander*s manhood In this klea, 
Just then, that it did not occur to him, that he was 
not the only man in the worid who had ever experi- 
enced his first genuine defiance of fiiite in somo 
stress of peril sprung upon the woman whom ho 
w^old have given— What would Ostrander have 
given to save her? 

It seemed to him at that moment that he would 
have given his youQg lifb ; Ibr as he crept dong the 
roef — now swiftly, that he might readi her, and then 
skmly, that he mig^t not startle her— she threw up 
her anna, and ML 
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He dine leii]if ng; from rock to rock, and would pos* 
ribl J have plunged into the water ; bat throogli the 
dnsk he beard her voice. 

She said, ** I have not fallen into the water. Can 
joa get over to that great purple rode? " 

She apdce bo qoictlj, that he was completely re- 
anored about her until he crawled over under the 
pounding of the gale, and,* dashing the snow out of 
his ejes, locked down. She had slipped from the 
edge of tlie reef, and hung at fiili-longth along the 
stope of a huge bowlder. The slope was perhaps 
twenty feet long, and very gradual : it was covered 
with ioe. Hie spray froze in liis face as he looked 
over. The water was breaking across her feet. She 
cfamg with both hands to the polished edge of the 
bowlder: there was blood upon the ice where she 
had dtitdied and beaten it away. But pcrliaps the 
fhot which came most distinctly to Ostrander's eon- 
sdoQsncss was, that the tips of her fingers were 
absolately without color. 

The first thing which ho did was to tear off his flir 
gknrcst and, leaning over the reef, stretdi both his 
warm hands upon hers. The water sudced between 
the reef and the bowMer in a narrow, inky stream. 

** Too are right,'' she said: ** they were getting 
fto8t>bitten. There. Now I can hold myself easily 
eiMHigh as lo^g as I must. Mr. Ostiander, do you 
lad It very sUppeiy upon the reef ? ' ' 

'•Not in the least," sakl Ostnnder grimly grind- 
ii«Ua keel iolotlia ioe. 
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"Can you brace yourself suiBcient^ to put one 
fbot against the bowlder?" 

"I should hope so." 
. •< Only one foot, please, and on^ one hand. Do 
not try to get upon the bowlder, and do not step 
between the bowlder and the reef. Do you under- 
stand?" 

**Miss Dobell, give me one hand now— shmly. 
Itaise your fingers, one at a time, and put them into 
mine. 

«« Do you understand that yon an not to eome 
upon the bowkler? 

'«If 3'ou do not give me your hand immediatdy, I 
cannot possibly answer for what I shall do." 

^•lYomise me, that, if I sUp, you wililet go." 

** I promise nothing. Give me your hand I " 
.«• lYomise that you will not let me drag you after 



" I promise any thing. For God's sake, give me, 
this instant, the fingers of your right hand I " 

She gave them to him with that, obedient^ 
enou^. She lifted them one by one from the ice ; 
one by one he slipped his own under them, slid the 
pahn of his hand skmly under the pahn of hen ; so 
cautiously, but with the frill prehensile finee of her 
own suppto toodi to help hhn, readied and gnsped 
her wrist. Avis had firmer fingers than OMMtwosaenf 
but they werD as supple as withes. • 

•* Now, the other!" 

Th<7 managed It with the other men mnoaOj, 
Ibr the water was DOW dashii^ fl«e^ In tfasli 



1 



a TBM 8T0BY OF AYIB. 

^'Noirl am qdto flnn upon tiie reef. I AalQ 
dimw jxm eaaily up. Do yoo tniet me perfecti j that 
I know what I am aboat? *' 

** Pnfectlj. Do yoQ remember, that, In ease of 
an aocident, onlj one maet alip? '' 

** I remember." 

•• Veiy weU.'' 

«« Are jOQ ready? '* 

•« Quite ready/' 

It aeemed to Avis but a moment's wofk ; and they 
sal cnmdied and panting side by side npon the 
broad sorfaoe of the reef. She eoald uot possibly 
bsTe said how she eame there. Her most definite 
tfaoqgfat was a perfectly new conception of the power 
of the human hand. Ostrandcr's controlled, intelli- 
geni grasp challenged the blind mood of the gale t 
H was iron and Telvct, it was ftny and pity ; as if 
the sool of the storm had assumed the sense of a 

As soon as might be, for the tide was rising 'Ihst, 
ttsj made their way across the reef, and sat down 
ftr A moment's breath upon the shore. Neither hsd 
je( spoken. Ostrander had not, indeed, released 
llm grip wUch he hsd of Miss Dobell's hand. Avis 
te first to break the silence, which hsd ailea 
them. 8he said, — 
•« I am afraid I have kOkd the biid." 
** I b^ your pardon? " ssid Ostrander, staring. 
•« I went over to the light to see about the birds 
m% brom^ l^the stonn," said AtIs, esaot^ 
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as if nothing had hiqppened. ** The keeper gave 
me a little blue-Jay that he picked up under the 
light-house. He thought it might live; and I 
wrapped it in my doak-pockot Ah, seel No: it 
U alive." 

** Give it to me,*' said Ostrander, adoptiog the 
young lady's tone very quietly. "Yon are too 
mudi diillcd to keep it. And now are you able to 
get on a little? The tide is becoming really trouble- 
some ; and the walk is longer than I wish it were." 

He took the bhd, and', nnHsistening his coat, 
wrapped it in his breast. Avis, k>oking up through' 
the dusk, thought how tender^ the little act was 
done. 
I " Hie poor thing flutten sgainst my heart," said 
Ostrander in his ezquisitely-modukted tones. He 
hsd one of those voices into whldi all the tenderness 
of the nature flows readily, like the meadows whidi 
are the first to receive the fteshet of the river. And 
then Ostrander was really sorry for the bird. 

Avis made no reply. She took his ann in silenoe,' 
and In sitence they passed through the lava-goige, 
and out npon the drifted beach. There she stopped 
and looked back. The fi^-bell was tolling steadl« 
ly, and under the gray sheen of the snow the grayer 
mbt stole In. 

<* I have always wondered ezact^ what mads this 
gorge," she said, quite as If she and Ostrander had 
only come out on n little geokigleal ezpeditioB. 
«« What was ton col of the hsait of the rock? " 
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** KoCfaing was torn out/' said Ostniidcr ** The 
two sides of that gorgo arc thrust apart by flood or 
llie. Thcj wcro originally of ono flesh. It was a 
perlbct primcral marriage. The heart of the rode 
was sbnpl}' broken.** 

Avis stood for a moment in the porple shadow of 
die deft, into wliich the water was now bonnding 
high. A certain awe fcU uix>n them lx>th as Ostran- 
der spoke. Instinctive)}' the}' glanced ftom rent 
side to rent side of the divorced cliff, and then into 
one another's ihces. Sfirred by the strain of peril 
sod the thrill of safety, Avis's exdtod imagination 
took vivid hold of the story of the rode. It seemed 
to her as if they stood there in the wake of an awAil 
ofgnnio tragedy, diflbring lh>m human tragedy only 
In bciqg sjmbdic of it; as if through the deep, 
dumb suffering of Nature, the deeper because the 
dnmber, all little human pains went seething shal- 
lowly, as the tide came seething through the goigo. 
In some form or other, the motherhood of earth 
had forecast all ^ypes of anguidi under which her 
ddUren groaned ; had also thrilled, perhaps, beneath 
aO forms of Joy. Suppose the bridal gladness or 
tlw widowed pathos of a rode. Suppose the sen- 
tieai nature of a thing adapted to its reticence. 
WlMi m stoiy, then, in sea or shore, in forest, hills, 
and shy, in wind and fire, in all things whose mighty 
lips were sealed I Suppose she herself, gone mute 
as the mutest of them, cognizant of their secret, 
Joined to thsir brothethood, were dashing on the 
tide ecross the lava-goi|fs* 
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As they turned away, she leaned rather heavl^ 
upon his arm, and tremulously said, — 

** I suppose, Mr. Ostrander, if it had not been 
for you " — 

^*Ah, no, ne!" intemiptod Ostrander quiddy. 
< Hie light-keeper would have got out the boats. I 
have only saved you a pretty cold bath. Fray let 
us not talk of that. — But indeed,'' he added, 
abruptly dianging his tone; ** I begin to understand 
why the people in the novels always are saving eadi 
other's lives. It Is Just another instance of the 
absolute naturalness of mndi that we are all used to 
call unnatural In fiction." 

«* And wl^?" adtod Avis, without the least •p- 
parent awkwardness. 

'* Because nothiog acquaints two people like the 
nncouventionalities of danger. It seems to me^ 
pray pardon me — as if I hod known you for a loqg 
thne.'' 

Avis made no reply; and they stiudc oat upon 
the drifting shore. They seemed to have been taken 
up now, and driven by the gale behind them, as If 
they had been scooped into the hoOow of a nlfl^ 
hand. 

««And nothfaig Isoiatea,'* ooothned Ostrander, 
*' like Che Interchange of emotions whidi aiqr neh 
experience involves. See now,*' added the young 
man, hwking about the desolate shore, **liow looe^ 
wo seem. It woold be eaqr to think that there was 
no other life than oors hi all this worid.*' 
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He tnined as be spoke, and would have stood to 
Ikoe the wind ; imt the mighty hand which had gath- 
ered them swept them impciioosly on, as if it oon« 
eeived them to have been bent upon some terrible 
errand of its own. 

PeriiBps Ostrander, too, had roooiyed quite his 
share of the excitement of that April afternoon* 
He was in some sense rather a guarded man in his 
habit of speech among women, suffidentlj cautions 
not to involTe himself in those little ambiguous 
sallies of the lip to which 3'oung ladies attach an 
importance which a man resenrcs for afbirs. He 
caoght himself in thinldng that he did not know 
another woman in the world to whom he could have 
made that qieedi without a savage and humiliating 
ftar of misinterpretation. 

With a little of the madness of any raie^-tasfeed 
Boense, he plunged on, — 

•« How like you it was, in the midst of all that, 
to ten me to get upon the imipfe rode ! '' 

**Howdo you know it was like me?" laughed 
AtIs, as they struggled through the snow. 

•< I think I have always kpown what would be like 
jDQ," said the young man in a lower Yoicei '* since 
I ssw yon in the Hsdeleine.'* 

lliera Is a certain shade of expression peculiar to 
a naa's fhee, whidi ereiy woman knows, but few 
WDdontand* It feDs as Ikr short of the flash of 
Offii msitering feding on the one hand as it does 
of gstfpowgsslon on the other. Its wearer la at 
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once constrained to admire, and predetermined not 
to love ; and prcdsdy in so ihr as he is unconsdous 
even of that predetermination does this delicate 
play of the fbaturcs take on the appeasanoe of the 
strongest emotion. 

It was not so dark but that Avis, looking up 
through the storm, saw that sensitive expression dart 
across Ostrandcr's face. Then the lines about his 
mouth snbddcd, his 03*0 cleared, he lifted his head, 
and it was gone. She need not be a vain woman, 
only an inexperienced one, who reads in sudi a 
facial change a tenderness which it by no means 
bespeaks. Aiis, being neither the one nor the other^ 
suffered noUilug more tlmn a slight Ibellng of sur- 
prise. 

** I suppose," he added, after a few minutes' pro- 
found attention to the problem : given darkness, a 
lady, and a snow-drift four Ibet high, how to floun- 
der through the latter with that grace whidi it will 
be a pleasure to reflect upon to-morrow, — "I sup- 
pose ^ti now went homo, and thought what a rude 
American 3*ou had seen. I was gkd when I saw 
you come into the CHiaiiccr Club. I have always 
fdt that I owed ^'on an apology for that stare." 

He said this with the manner of one who Is con- 
sdous of having said an uncommon thing, and has- 
tens to wrendi out of it a common-place signifl- 
cance. 

«' Not in the kast," said Avis with composure. 
**I owe the makiog of a very satiafkotoiy little 
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dwtdi to yoa. I pot yoa Into sepia, on a neotral 
gny. Cootoro took a great fiuM^ to that sepia." 

** L* I have been in anj eenee the doak acroM 
whidi jonr rojal foet have stepped upon the mnddy 
road to ^ory, or the royal rood to glory, or — my 
OMtapbor is gone mad, and I give it np," said Os- 
trander, with the csrelessness which concesls rather 
tiisn e xp res s e s meaning. **At all events, I am 
^ad yon made the sketdi. We are getting along 
bta^dy. Are you very cold ? " 

«*Kot nmdi. Only my hand which I bruised. 
Thank you I No, I should be Tcry unhsppy to tske 
jtNir giove. How Is my bird, Mr. Ostrander ? '* 

«• I foigot the bird 1 " * 

He soi^t for it Tery gently with his free hand, 
and said,— 

** It lives. It Is quite wann. But it does not 
■dr." 

•• Why," sskl Avis as they drew in sight of her 
fhther's house, — ** why should we disturb my flitfaer 
hx telling him about that slip upon the rock? " 

•«Why, indeed? You are veiy wise and right. 
We win not tslk of it." 

**I haTB been away from him so many years," 
aald Avis In the ahnost timkl way she had when her 
gentlest fedli^ was aroused, ** that, now I am come 
back, I iod I like to ^are hhn all possible pain, 
even a Uttle one like this. And now, Mr. Ostrander, 
iMwiofligrbiid?" 

The Hghl ftomtte hall ftll ftill iq^ his Ikes 
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when they stopped without the door. The. snow lay 
lightly on his beard and bri^t hair. He looked like 
a young Scandinavian god. 

He slipped his hand veiy tenderiy under his shaggy 
ooat as ho stood there kx^dng down at her. 

«« I hope aU Is weU with the poor thing," said he. 
But the bird upon his heart lay dead. 

Avis was In no possible sense what we call a 
woman of moods: her mouth and eyes were too har^ 
monlous, and her diin too broadly cut. Yet she had 
as many phases as the moon. So (aa unconscious, 
of the lack of originality in his fancy as most czdted 
young creatures to whom all earth's dull, old figures 
are sublimated by the moment's fever) Ostrander 
thought, when she came down to supper that night, 
gone, by some ten minutes* magic, out of her wet 
wrappings Into a wondcrftd warmth and delicacy. 
Even the scent of her dress as she swept past him-— 
a fine FVendi pcrftnne, but one which he could not 
assodate with any pretty Pirisienne whom he had 
ever met — added to thla impreaskm. At once she 
had become a housed, shdtered, hearth-loving crea- 
ture. The soul of the storm lingered only upon her 
halrandeyes. There was a certain native daintiness 
about Avis, distinct from the Inevitable elegance of a 
young lady recently r e tur ned from Fferis, and hardly 
to bo expected of the artistio temperament She 
had her mother to thank for that, aunt Chloe said. 
It was stffl well ranembeied In Harmouth that tht 
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profis88or'f wife wore colore that no readltg-olub 
would hAve thought of combining, and laoee of a 
Toy unintcUcctual character. 

Ostnmder did not recollect hairing seen any other 
woman in eudi a drees as Miea Dobell wore that 
erening. It was of white French flannel, very fine 
and soft, somewhat looecl}* worn, and unomamcntcd. 
She was standing b}' her father's o^x^n ilre it hen ho 
came bad^ ftom his room at the college, and was 
inhered by aunt Chloe into the study. Iler eyes 
only moved to meet him. She looked slender and 
•hlDliig as a Doric column. 

** Ah," said the professor, " I am more than glad 
to see you hero. I do not rccaU, Mr. Ostrander, 
whether you have been in my study before. So? 
nien yea will have seen my engrai-ing of Sir Wil- 
liam,— Avis, bo good enough to turn on the gas a 
llttio, — the only copy ihnn that plate, sir, to be found 
In this coantxy, I believe." 

Ostrander was hastening to say that there was, ho 
fiinciod — or was it fancy? — a rcmaricHble likeness, 
when Aiis intcmipicd him by saying, with an irrcle- 
▼anoe whidi surprised the professor-in a ghrl of Avis's 
reafly coherent mind, that aunt Chloe had sprained 
ber wrist ; had tried to lift her great ivy-Jar. Aunt 
Chkw tended her flowers as if they were all orphans, 
and knref I that ivy like her own soul. 

** I hare oever thought myself lacking in the com- 
moner fonna of humanly," observed Avis, her eyes 
eleotric with merriment; *' but I certain^ coaU not 
sil op nl8^ with a aick ivy." 
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'* It was a German iv}%" said aunt GhkM pbin- 
tively; .••and I thought it woukl freeze. I can't 
Bleep warm if I know my plants are cokl. Dkl you 
never notice, Mr. Ostrander, how an arbntekm, for 
instanoe, will shiver? It will shiver like a thorough- 
bred spaniel at a draught of ahr. But the ivy «oas 
heavy. And Avis, I think yon must poor the tea, 
if you please, my dear." 

OstraAderwas not sorry to see Avis pour the tea ; 
but ho recommended an arnica bandage to aunt 
Cliloo with mudi graeeAil sympathy, discussing the 
continental pronunciation with the proAsssor, mean- 
while. 

Ostrander had no deeply preeonoeived repnlsiona 
to women with •• caroers," holding it the first duty 
of an educated man to cultivate a toteranoe of 
opinion, especially in matters in whidi opinion most 
nnconsdously oooted into prejadice; bat he had, 
without doubt, his proconodved ideals. Among 
these he fimnd that he had never placed a young 
woman in a whito French cvcning-drras, pouring tea /[^ 
at a cultivated table, with a singukrly pretty arm. 

After tea — finr the ahnpfe habits of the Christian 
Ihmily were not often dlstoibcd for a qdet gncft, 
and especially not Ibr any pet of the professor's, 
like this young man, — Avis wont to hcraoenstomed 
seat upon a low cridcet at her flither's feet, and, sit* 
ting in the Ihn firelight with bent head, read the 
Psalm Ibr evening prayers. A beantiM womanliness 
was xKpon her. She seemed to be wn^iped in It Uko 
a Naiad in a aQvar slwlL 
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Oitnuider jiddcd hinuelf to the domestic qrfrit 
of the ereniog with the <rare relief which a homdces 
mod resUeas noian alone can know. He sat with his 
hand above his ^yes, and listened to her reverent 
yoong Toice* 

After prayerst the professor monopolized the con* 
Tersation, to the exdusion of the ladies, — a IIar« 
month habit of which his wife had nearly sncoecdcd 
In breaking him ; but aunt CUoe supposed that was 
the way in all literary families, and a lady could 
always take her work while gentlemen talked. 

Ostnmdcr did not object to this ioim of parlor 
etiquette, howcrcr, Just then. He would have been 
qoite satisfied if he need not have exchanged another 
mad with Miss Dobell that evening. It suited his 
fliood to steal a look at her now and then in sitence. 
Even to watch her, almost reduced his thought of 
her to garmkmsness. In the beantifiii scholastio 
•rase which wise men gl%*e to our common phrase, 
he had become e(mseiou9 qf her. . He was made 
aware of the variations in her Toloe, her attitude, 
her glance, as he was made aware of the fluctuations 
of his own breath. He felt her presence in the room 
aa he felt aunt Chloe's rose-hyadnth in the atmos- 
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Was the repre ss ed ezdtemeni of a shared and 
VHpoken experience upon her as upon himself ? She 
spoke but little, and wandered about the room, 
when aimi Chloe, ftom over'her knitting, recom* 
■ended some li^ erodiet-wofk, which she was sore 
Ifr. (Miander wonkl axeose. 
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How superb she was in that white wool I as If 
she had wrapped herself in a snow-doud ; as if the 
very soul of the storm, gone mad as a lover to in- 
fokl h<$r, turned warm as the June to win her, had 
followed her in ftxmi death and the ftxsezing sea. 

She was standing with her foce bent, and buried 
in the hyadnth, when aunt Cliloe present^ called 
hcr:^ 

** AWs, Mr. Ostrander wants to get a portrait 
done for a birthday present to his mother.'' 

** Jlr. Ostrander, then, is a devoted son?" said 
Avis, lifting her fiiee. 

** So I was telling him. And we have so few I 
Good sons have gone ont of fhshion, like hollyhocks. 
I hope you will bo able to give him the sittings, 
Avis. The stodk> will soon be quite comfortahla 
with the May sun." 

•«Howisit, A^is?" sakt the professor, fhmstlng 
his hands into his podccts, and stopping in his walk 
across the room to look at her. *^ Can yoQ gratiiy 
Mr. Ostrander, my dear, do jtm think? |' 
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It was when Ostrander was wading back to his 
beating his way through the damp and 
heavy drifts with'tho good temper of a man who has 
passed an exhilarating evening, that he aaw, turning 
the sharp comer upon the eoQege green, a sli^t 
flgoro stfuggling before him In the snow. It stag- 
gered with the helplessness of a creature encnm* 
bered hj heavy swathiqg of the limbs, as oo^ a 
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woman nmniniicd in her skirts can ati^igcr. The 
poor soul waa slightly dressed, and carried a little 
bag snch aa ia carried by agents or female peddlers, 
— a aigfat much less common filleen years ago than 
now. Aa Ostrandcr a|iproached, she tripped, and 
fell heaTily acroaa the snow, braising her head, he 
tlioQght, against a himp-post as she fell. Inwaidly 
wondering of how many more damsels in distress ho 
waa docCed to be the knight-errant bcforo that 
■torn waa over, with a loridng smile upon his liite, 
bwt i nstant pity in hia eyea, he sprang, and lifted the 
jmn^g woman to her fbct. 

Am die tamed to thank Mm, the li^t ftom the 
fltifwl lamp ftll ibll npon her fkce and his'. They 
lookad atettdf^ al one another belbce aha apoke. 
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* TIm el«iii«tt diiw we thoM 
That faitkert off appear 
lb blrdaoC ■troBfOit wing. 

Tho dearart lorea an Umm 
ISiat ao man can eoMM 
WKhhlibaHfonpiili^' 



rB anbtle footstcpa of the apring stole on. 
The Chancer Chib a^|oamed till the ** months 
with the r*' ahookl reinstate the oystcr-snppers. 
The Crcrman leaaona — since now a yachting-party 
oflforod ita own pocoliar type of coltore, and a little 
wider variety in those forma of atinraloa whidi no 
intelligent yonng bdy ia ashamed to admit recehr- 
ing ihMn the masculine mind, — the Gennan kaaona 
flagged. Hie deepening son upon the pictnrs of 
Sir William wandcn^ throogh the open window by 
which the profbaaor had wheeled hia atody-cfaair. 
Annt Cbloe'e geranioma were promoted to the- gar> 
den, and annt Chkw'a aool to the aorcnth hearen 
of tendisr garden carca and hopea and fears, whidi 
ILoae only know whoae natnra bonigeona with **tlie 
green things growing," and with tbeae akmo. 

And In the atodio, Cootaio'a pel popil aai paint- 
ing the Teiy aoce e s afl il poitnitof her flfst Amencan 
sitter. 
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Ilcr great master, if he might have strolled through 
the old-fashioned garden, and into the snug summer- 
house whidi AaIs had Ic^-iod for her uses, would 
possiblj have said, with a keen glance from face to 

fbco, — 

^* Trds bien ! Tou give Mademoiselle a .ong- 
haired student. She gi^-es you Tlior, Oilin, Balder. 
Mademoiselle idealizes. Bladcmoiselle has a fliture." 

It seemed to MademoiscUe, meanwhile, that in 
strange senses, tingling as an unmastcrcd science, 
and blinding as an unknown art, and solemn as an 
ontrod woiid, her ftiturc, through the budding of tliat 
spring, advanced to meet her. 

She became electrically prescient of it. She 
throbbed to it as if peri>lcsing magnetisms pk^xd 
upon the lenient May air. It was as If she held 
It in her 3'oung hand as she held the violet-buds 
that Ostrander brou^t her. He brought her only 

bods. 
«• I am so glad to be at work 1 '' she said, — ** so 

gravely, greatly glad I " 

8I1B said this to herself. It was necessary to say 
something. 8ho did not remember to have woiked 
•o esdtedly before. She thrilled to her task as the 
violet thrilkd to the sun. Never had she seemed to 
ooncdvo or to oonstiuot, with her imagination so ro- 
dploni and docile to her inspirations. Never had 
abe seemed before to be in such harmony with the 
Infinlle growing and yearning of Natnse. 

She atood Hke the child of the desert, with her ear 
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at' the Ups of the sphinx. The vdiolo .worid had 
leaped into bloom to yield her the secrets of beauty. 
She spread the spring showers upon her palette, and 
dipped her brashes in the rainbow. 

As for her sitter, he served as well as another to 
paps the mood of the May weather ; better, pcrtia|is, 
with tlmt stimulating, legendary tj-pe of beauty. 
She found mudi beauty— and more, the better she 
knew it— In Philip Ostrandcr's face. She told him 
so one day, with a naiveie which endiantcd him. 

*' I rarely meet," saki the young artbt, ** with 
beauty in' men. I have known several beautiibl 
women. 

**And other women, it seems, know beautiftil 
men," uigod Ostrander, gracoflill}' evasive of the 
compliment, though he felt to the bottom of liis soul 
the utter absence of that which would have given it 
a distinct value to him. This young woman re- 
garded the contour of a man's ihoe precisely as a 
physician rcganls a hectic flush or a bilious eye-ball. 
It was the intricate strifo of the artist with the It 



woman in her whidi had been the bewitchment of 
that look surprised in the Madcleino. lie rather 
hoped some • sodden, abashed eonsdoosness wooU 
overtake her ddm, professional scrutiny! ho had 
often wished so while the portrait had been in prog- 
ress. Just now he wookl have been glad to see her 
blush, perhaps. But she went serenely on. 

** I know, I know I But I never could understand 
it. When I waa a giri, and ttie other girls talked 
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•boat Um bandaome ooUege-bojB, I was gieaUi 
' pnaxled. I did not know biit I waa odor-biind 
about ity or that mj eyca were made with different 
knaea. I am aflnid I am not Joat like other 
women," added Aria aimply, dipping her faniah with 
deep abaofption in the madder-roao. 

** Thank HeaTcnl" aaid Oatrander, in a kw, de- 
rniooatone. 

Avia lifted her eyes with a atartlod change fjf cz- 
pr eaeio n, hokling the tnbe of brilliant color like an 
arrcatod thought opon the air. 

** I did not nnderstand yoj? " ahe said gravely. 

** I aaid yoa were in danger of dropping the mad- 
dcr-roae. There! Allow me. Do not aUr: itwiH 
hit the hem of jonr drcsa." 

He atooped to pidc it op, her dress, as he did so, 
ikOing with a fldnt electric tondi against his hand. 
Baiaiqg hia head aoddenly, he soqirised her eyes 
open him. Tlicy were wide, grave, impcriooa. 
They made him think of a Jono that ho knew, and 
tiioqc^ the grandest in the worid. Was it the aen- 
sittreaesa of a yoong man's woonded vanity that led 
Urn to fhncy that her lipa parted with aomething of 
the dnmb and delicate acorn that the lipa of that 
Lndovisl Jono, alone of all acnlptore that he had 
aw aeen, commanded? 

In Inilh, Avia had come homo with large aegmenta 
of hernatare not altogether occnpiod by yoong Scan- 
dtoavina divinltiea; and it la doobtftd if all the goda 
of CfywKfm woqU have appealed to her aeuibilitiea 
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on any aostained acale, Jost then, other than aa af« 
fording more or Icaa firesh material for ** a diarooal,** 
**a memory," or **a rienna." 

Aa the aools of the dead are aaid, in the Udoooa 
flible, to sock the heart'a blood of the living, ao, 
withoot doubt, a great purpose sprung too early opon 
a yoong life may dchomaniae it, — sometimes docs. 
It is impoesiblo to over-estimate the effect of sobeti- 
toting an intelkctoal for an emotional paasion in the 
abaorbent phases of a woman'a life whidi are cov- 
ered by the decade Ihmi sixteen to twenty-sis. Sodi 
an experience may prone the nature, aa we are told 
that hardship does that of certain aavage racea, re- 
tarding their tenderer impolsM. While the other 
girls talked of love and lovers. Avis sat and skctdied 
their shy, expectant fiices. Yet notUng coold be 
more fatal to horticoltore than to mistake the re- 
tarded for the stouted or the sterile growth. Avis's 
aoondant being had aoffcrcd no depletion. She 
was alive to the nervea of her aoul. She waa 
atiU an unwon woman. She fblt even glad aome- 
timea, that there were men In the worid who loved 
her. She liked to think that they kmsd her 
becaoae they coold not help it. She wondered 
why it waa, that, the swifter the retreat of her 
natore fh)m them had been, the aoier had been 
the advance of theirs. SIm waa aony aboot it when 
it happened ; hot ahe had no coqoettiah conadooa- 
neaa of having been in fimlt. And ahe tboo^t very 
hmdbly of her power to mar the mnale of any other 
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HIb* Hen imuny muried. And it wss pleasant to 
remember that she was not nnlovelj or nnlorable. 
Sometimes^ when she sat before her easel, forecast- 
faig her Ihir ftatore, she felt soddenly glad, with n 
downright womanish thrill, that she was so sure of 
the bcanty and patience of her porpose; that she 
was not to lire a solitary life bccanse no other had 
been open to her. Fterhaps the woman does not 
Bts for whom the kingdoms of earth and the glory 
of them coold blant the tooth of that one little 
poisoned thoqght. 

And AtIs did not mean to many: that was a 
matter of coarse. . It was not necessary to talk 
about it: young women were apt to say something 
of the sort, she believed. She had never meant to 
marry, and she Jcncw that she had never meant to. 
She acted upon this consdousncss as reticently as 
die did opon the combinations of her palette, and as 
aatorally as she did npon the reflex motion of her 



Bat the silent footsteps of the spring crept on. 
It was pleasant in the garden stodio. The square 
Btlle boOdiqg with the Gothic door and porch, and 
feqg, km windows, stood within call of the house, 
yet was quite isoUted by the budding trees, an 
liland in a sea of leaves. It gave a sense of soli- 
tads to the fiuiqr, whidi was rather heightened than 
t^thedose presence of unseen life. When 
Chkie, who had the best intentions in the 
•odd in Hm matter of matronialng Avis through tUs 



I 



<ik 



^ 



I 



THB 8IOBT OF AVU. 



101 



portrait, trotted in and out in her short garden-gown, 
it seemed somehow only to deepen tlieir Isolation. 
When she suddenly remembered that the lilies were 
to have been bedded this morning, or wondered if 
Jacobs had let the cows into the corn-patch, or was 
afhiid the newspaper over the wisteria had been 
blown away, or was sure Julia would get the di m- 
plings underdone, or the professor get home (totq 
kcturo before the study was dusted, and, begging 
Mr. Ostrandcr to excuse her for a minute, van- 
ished for an hotv, Avis, looking gently alter her, 
used to think of some odd, old words : ^^ Then the 
departed into her own eoutUnf by another way.** 
Turning to Ostrandcr, she woukl flnd his c^-es U[xm 
her; but his lips said nothing. Tlie robins came 
and peered at them with curious glance n|)on the 
window-ledge ; a ground-sparrow who had built her 
nest Jnst beneath the wooden doorstep twittered in 
a tender mouoloiie ; the boughs of the budding opplc- 
trees hit the glass with sknder flngcr-tips, and red- 
dened if one looked at them ; the dumb sunlight 
crawled inch by indi, like a creeping cfaikl, across 
the steps, and in upon the floor ; the air was foil of 
the languors of unseen buds ; for and faint upon the 
shore summoned the rapture of the hidden sea. 

He couki understand, Ostrandor thought, why i^ 
was given to the first man to woo the first woman 
In a garden. Out of all the untried moods of the 
new heavens and the new earth, — the gloom of the 
forest, the strength of the hiOs, the sthr of the moors. 
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or tho gloiy of the sea, — what could luiTe tanghi 
tliat pciibct primeml creature the dow, sweet Iceaon 
of love's sarrender, like the temper of one budding 
flower? 

Etc, he had always fimdedi was rather hard to 
win. 

And now the hiuiying footsteps of the spring 
swept on* 

In tho ripening gross the clover-bads appeared, 
banting into color impctaouslj, like kisses that a 
child throws to the sky. In the iMinsj-bcd beside 
the sonuncr-house, aunt Ciloo's old-fashioned lad3''s- 
delights lifted their Imprcssi^'o faces, and sat like 
philosophers in the snn, asking forever a .qncstion to 
which no man coald reply. Tho imperfectly defined 
soent of bods fiidod from an air gone drunk with 
yickllng bk)ssonis. One day, as Avis sat painting 
ba8il3% there came a stir apon the apple-tree, as if a 
qiirit had troablod tho soul of it. A fine, almost 
Inaodlble sound, like a murmur of appeal or romon- 
straace, crossed tho boughs ; and a shower of blos- 
soms fcU in upon her. 

** Every petal Is a perflnned shell,'* said AviSf 
drawing her breath. 

** Boo how they drift to thehr places, drawn by the 
earrents, compelled by tho cnrrents, of an unseen 
tide I *' answered Ostrander. 

Ilia voico had the tense resonance whidi precedes 
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a leaf whidi had fidlon Ikom her hair, and wis sink* 
iog with a rdnctant motion to the floor, — *'this 
means that May is past, and June has come to js." 

lie said tUs in his penctrativo undertone, — that 
tone which may mean any thing or nothing, but which, 
in Ostrander, gave ono tho impression tiiat ho spoke 
in a delicate, spiritual dfrficr, to which it wcro a 
dulness amounting to grossness not to find tlio 
key. Ho- thought, as ho spoke, that a faint flush 
stirred across Avis's listening Ihco ; but, if so, it was 
transparent as the color of tho petal in his hand, 
and as swift to ihde. 

**I have boon very slow about the portrait," 
returned Avis, hastening to speak. **I woriced 
more rapidly with a master. At tho first plnngo 
into a solitaiyjrtrqgglo, a self-distrust, which I can 
ndthcr explain nor avoid, oomcs upon mo now and 
then, like tho cramp upon a swimmer; yet I am 
quite sure I am doing bettor work. If wo had mul* 
tiplied the sittii^ a littlo, tho picture wouU have 
been — shouki have been — finished belbro tho apple* 
blossoms ibU." 

** Fmy do not misunderstand me,*' urged Ostran- 
der gentfy. **How oould yea for one moment 
tUnk" 

•< Mr. Ostrander," interrapted Avla, with a sud- 
den plerdng candor in her cjes, ** I did not mis- 
understand yoo." 

. **Then teU me," pleaded Ostnmder, caresiftqg 
the apple-blossom which Uj qniveriog across his 
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hand like a tUng that might fly, — *< teU me what i 
would have said. I am-strack dunb to-daj.** 

** I think joa meant to say that there is a calendar 
for all kind thought that people acqoiro of one an- 
other," said Avia quietly. *t All ftiendlinees is a 
p rogres s ion. A friend is a marvel, a creation, a 
disoovcry, a growth like a year; and Jane will 
foDow May.*' 

**A friend, a friend I" said the 3-onng man, 
bringing his hand slowly across his eyes. ** IIow 
often do yon find the June in the soul of a friend? " 

** I am not sure,'* said A\is, laj-ing down her 

brashes, *' that we either of us quite know what we 

are tiyiiig to soy. Strictly, since 3'ou ask me, I 

most think my life has been barren of that which, it 

seems to me, a friend would put into it. Of course, 

000 is always giWng and receiving a sort of service 

and tenderness. But I see many women find the 

doacst 8}inpathies and the dccp^ comfort. Per- 

X hapa I have been necessarily too much absorbed in 

\ mj own aflhirs to culti^-ate that divine self-oblivion 

^ \ which Is the first condition of friendship.'* 

She took up her brashes with a solitaiy look ; but, 
before Ostrander could answer, it hod turned Into an 
ezprcsskm whldi deterred him from speedi, like an 
ootatrcCcfaed hand. He had never seen her look so 
■erfonsly annoyed, nay, disturbed. lie hod heard 
talk about friendship before : he had never 
one who did not meUow under the subject like 
a September afternoon. But Hiss Dobell froaa 
bdfara the Bunbesm lUL 
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In troth. Avis wos bittcriy annoj^vd with herself. 
She recoiled from her little innocent Impulse as if It 
had held the compromising power of an impradenoe, 
and felt the scathing hurt which a delicate nature 
receives from the re*action of all misplaced ardor. 

She had not readied the oge — periups with those 
serious eyes of hers would be long In doing so — 
when we can catdi only the ludicrous angle In the 
sight of a wonun talking friendship with a man. 

But a friend, — a /riend. She had aUowed this y 
man a momentary privilege, sacred and mystical to 
her as her maidenly dim vision of the rights of 
plighted love. He had overtaken her upon the ^ 
boundary of a country holy as heaven, and human 
as Eden. Ayis DobcU, in her nurtured, loved, and 
eventAil, but, as she traly ssid, most solitary llib, 
had dreamed of the heart of a friend with more 
passion and more reserve than most women dedicate' 
to the lover of their young Ideal. But, like Frigga, 
the wife of Odin, who foreknew, but never foretold, 
the desthiies of men, she had the* sllenoe of her 
Inspirations. 

She had never told anj'body that she folt solitary 
before ; she hod never chattered about sympathy, or 
eadded about' being In^^erfectly understood ; an 
obstinate weakness In people, which she hated 
as she did scyne of her tubes of paint, ahraya 
telling 'on the colors of character, kflling superior ^ 
values fay Its terrible encroadunent. All'foiiBS of ^ 
self-pity, Hie IVMsisn-bhiSt should be aparii«|y 
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A fHend? Her friend? What wm this that she 
had done? 

She felt a sudden sick emptiness of soul, as if an 
arterj had been opened there, which no hnman 
power eoold erer bind. Ilcr whole natoro crouched, 
as if it would spring upon this man who had severed 
it. 

She had returned to her painting quietly enougti. 
Ostronder watched her between his half-dosedf 
guarded cjes. "BeautlAil leopardess I" ho said; 
but he did not say it aloud. 
And now it was June in the garden studio. 
Ccj was pririlcgcd one day to come in when Avis 
was woridng alone, and criticise' the picture. 

**I suppose I must make a fish-horn of my 
llngen? *' sakl the 3-oung bdy plaintively. ** I never 
knew an artist who didn't go about the world with 
one hand curled up at his ej'o like the tin flsh-horas 
that we find in galleries to see the pictures through. 
I always use them devoutly, of course ; but I never 
knew what they were there for. — Yes, Avis, that is 
a likeness, llis eyes are too big, and his nose is 
too little, and there's too mudi — what do you eali 
it? — actkm? hi the left mustache ; but it is a very 
piod likeness. How much you have improved 1 As 
Un. Hc^garth says^ *It will be quite a step for 
Avia.'" 

•«I do not mean to paint poitraits," said Avis, 
ooloriiv aUghtfy, '^thotigh Couture said I probably 
1m AflMfiea. But I have dilferent i^anss al 



least I have diflferent hopes. Is the hair too hi^lj 
lighted, Coy?" 

** No.'* Ci^ uncnried her hand like a loqg spiral 
shell, and bent her two keen, unaided eyes upon 
Avis. ** No : your portrait is alive. Flattered, of 
oouree: that is the lint duty of a portrait*paintcr« 
I didn't know before, that Mr. Ostrander had a 
mother. I wonder if she gave him his light hair. 
He looks like the people with the horrid Notm 
names in the poems Longfbllow'a taken to writiqgt 
— Frigga, and those.'' 

«* Wasn't Frigga a woman? " suggested Avis. 

*« Oh, well I it's all the same. He haa the antiqne, 
loelandie style. lire. Hogarth is nmch interested 
about it." 

«« Ah 1 " sakl Avis. 

•« And Barbara," added Coy. ••"But then Barbara 
isn't in the Faculty." 

Avis made no reply. 

** In fiict. Avis, I may say that the greater part of 
Harmouth is familiar with the histoiy and progress 
of this portrait." 

** Ohl I suppose so," said Avis wearfly. ** It Is 
Just so if a woman writes a poem, or does any thing 
less to be expected than making One-Two*Throe* 
Four Cake. I must submit to that; I work so 
busily and so happUy, that I seUom think about it. 
But I suppose the woman never lived who would not 
nther work in the' shelter of a desert or a star." 

«' Very tnw," sakl Coy with her Most notlMf^ 
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•ir. ** And •yoa know, Avis, joa never even knew 
till JOQ got homo, that Ilnnnoath hod engaged you 
in Florence to two ecnlpton and one artist — no, 
two artists and a sonlptor, besides the Itolian 
ooant.*' 

" Too are wrong : it was a German baron,'* said 
Avis in a tone of scientific precision. 

** At all events," said Coy, with a swift glance 
from the portrait to Avis, and back again to the 
portrait, '* it is a good subject. Mr. Rose says they 
caD him the beauty of ^ho Faculty, — the belle of 
the Faculty, I think he said. Isui't that good? The 
Antinoas of a college Faculty 1 I should as soon 
look for a Belvedere in the third tertiary strata. 
Now, there's my fiither. If it hadn't been for moth- 
er's kind interference, I suppose I might have 
looked like him ; probably should have been propor- 
tkHMtdy intellectual. Brains and beauty, as some 
coo was sajing the other day of the critic and the 
creator, — but I don't think that was Mr. Rose, — 
seem to be bom enemies." 

•' O Coy 1 " cried AWs, lighting. «« Schiller and 
Goethe and Bums I And see thai print of Bobert- 
behind yoo." 

Very likely,'* insisted Coy. "Indeed, I know 
gfris who ars more in love with a photograi^ of 
Frederick Robertson to-day than they ever were 
with a live man. But all the same I stake my point, 
and refer yon to any good album of the poets— or 
Iho dsigy. As a mis, a man can't onltivate hia 
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mustadie and his talents Impartially. There's apt 
to be something askew or deficient in hanflsome 
men. They don't do great things, I think, more . 
than flowers do — or women." 

8o{ with a pretty Ingenuity that she had. Coy 
worked out the chance barb which had anno)*ed Avis. 
She knew. Avis never sat so still with Just one vein 
throbbing in her temple, unless she were annoyed. 

And yet the June budded in the garden stodio ; 
and one day the portrait was done. 

Avis, feeling the inevitable strain whidi lUls npon 
the portrait-artist with the completion of a woric, 
had slept lightiy and little for several nighto. The 
moment when the subject and the picture are first 
brought face to fhce, she thought no ezperiettoe 
could ever make other than one of refined nervous 
trial to her. She had often heard artists qieak of 
this; and some of them never outgrew it, as aooM 
great oraton are found never to o utg row the ondden 
aick bounding of the heart, and trembling of tha 
muscles of the ihoe, which the first skdit of aa audi* 
ence produces. 

The artist's public, nairowed for the DHNnent into 
one pair of human eyes, acquires a kind of oainl- 
potenoe, like tiiat of tiie sUding waU In the old sloiy 
of martjTddm, which, towering higher as each day 
brings It nearer, oreepa to crash the victim at the 
appointed hour. 

She ODoe heard Alexander say that he could tell 
across the studio, by the look of a man's back, 
whetimr be liked his pietors. 
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8be woold have boon tony not to have Mr. Os« 
tnmdcr like the ixMrtraity Init more sorry, ahe thoeght, 
If it IhUod to picaae that lonely old mother In New 
Ilampahlre. Mr. Ostrandcr had said that ho was 
sot aUe to visit his mother as often as ho woold 
like; the state of his health requiring a difibrent 
dimate in the brief vacations which an over-worked 
man cannot afTord not to exiwnd to the best physi- 
cal advantage. lie had said this so sadly, that Avis 
felt vei3' sorry for him. It did not occur to her till 
afterwards to be very soxy for the old lady. 

As the day drew on when she was to show him 
the picture, her repressed excitement deepened. 
She most have lost more sleep than she had sup- 
poeed, so tant a tension seemed to have been sprung 
upon ner nerves. 

Daring the night she lay with wide eyes, seeing 
the sools of nnwronght pictures, like disembodied 
spirits, sweep by, vision upon vision, electrotypod 
opon the darkness with the substance of wine or 
opfami ikntasies ; an experience whidi chanced to her 
only in her moet Ibrtile moods. AThcn day broke, 
nslvaiige buoyancy overtook her. Ilcr veins sHsmed 
filed with a line llro, like an intoxication which ahe 
had seen foOow the use of certain rare Uquenn 
**— *— ^ Finislan women, —Juices expressed ftom 
•obtla ftoits, or the ilowers of fhdtSy after which 
the LaduynB Christi seemed gross. 

saflM after tea to see the plotare. Her 
and aoBtChhM had Jost been ln« flndins tfam* 
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selves sufficiently pleased with the woric: but a 
Faculty meeting, involving a i)ct quarral with the 
Thedogical Chah*, absorbed the professor ; and aunt 
Chloo had an oleander to water before the sun had 
' act. The artist and the model were left alone. 

It was still quite light. The birds, in unseen nests, 
were singing themselves to sleep with a lessening, 
crooning cry, aa children do, one b}* one falling 
smotlicrcd in silence. Tlio surf niwn the beadi had 
died ; only a siiglit sob came HtNu the Harbor, like 
that of a creature in whom a great struggle liad worn 
to a ix^accAil close, llicro was not wind enough to 
take the pollen ih>m a lily. Dut the bees were awake, 
and hummal dizzily among the Ilowers. 

'* My picture must be tlic fliial cause of this even- 
ing," aaid Ostramlcr liglitly, as they approached the 
easel; for ho folt her strained ner\'es beneath her 
quiet manner, as sailors feel the pro|ihe<^* of a storm 
uix>n a 8leq)ing sea. *« Such a cok>ring will define 
itlikeaframe. . . . Ah! There. Donotmoveit. 
The light is perfect— and so is the portrait. Miss 
Dobell, my mother will bo satisfied." 

• '' You are ver>' good to think so," said Avis, draw- 
ing her breath. «• Dut shall yon be satisfied ? " 
' '« More tiian satisfied," said Ostrandcr, after a 
pause. lie stood for a few moments, silently looking 
at the picture, before ho added in a k>wcr tone, 
*' Much more. Do I really k)ok like that? Out of 
the kind eyes ot a ftieod? • • . Why I" tnmii^ 
suddenly, so that hia ^yea swept her fim and fignie, 
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**ur9 yoa so tirod? Too are worn out. I liaTO 
wearied yoa. Tray do not stand.*' 

In truth AtIs trembled heavily, and sank into the 
chair whidi he had brought. 

** Did yoa mind ms so modi?*' nrarmnred Os* 
tiander, with a daring raptare in his volee. 

" I am ashamed ! " she cried impetooas^ ; " bot 
H is a nervousness I have whenapictare comes to an 
end. It is like the ending of a life." 

Her chance words fell with a sadden dreary signi- 
ieanoe npon them both as they sat looking across 
the little room, which seemed to be absorbent of the 
Intense evening li^t, and to throb like a topaa 
about them. 

Avis looked up at him with timid, candid eyes. It 
would be lonely In the studio to-morrow : he must 
know that. She had nothing to conceal ftom this 
nan,— nothing, nothing! She repeated the word 
to herself with a shaniening emphasis. 

But she rose with a swift motion, as If she dls- 
earded some encroadiing thought, and, going to the 
doorway, stood there, locking out across the garden. 

Ostrander followed her, and gently said, — 

** Do you see the bees on the wigelia? '' 

An he spoke, one cirded away from the bbsh of 
fhb ahrvb, and hovered over her with a slow, Intood- 
eitedswlqg. 

** ToQ have flowers about yon,'* he said. 

••Ko— yeas Ihad tafotten. It li'the roee la 
wtj iHrir/' 
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She flung it away as ahe spoke with a startled 
gestore. 

" You did not listen," said Ostrander, «« to the 
^^•Have you forgotten the pretty thought about 
the growing of the grass and budding of the flow- 
ers?— that It is only because our eyes are not flne 
enough, that we do not see a lily open, or a dover 
bloom; and only because our ears are not delicate 
enough, that we do not hear the sap drcnkte In a 
rose-leaf, or the heart throb in the insect that 
allgfau upon if 

'' I have thought of that," aaid Avis In a k»w 
voice, •« every day. Sights that I never saw, and 
sounds that I never heard, it seems to me I have 
heard and seen this spring. Something alls the 
June. I have fdtas if Ihad her heart beneath a 
ndcroscopo aU the time. It is the bdng at home, 
I think, and flndii^ my Ikther so weU, and content 
to see ma hard at work. And I am always ezdted 
when I am at work." 

" No," said Ostrandcrin a chai^ voice. " No, 
that Is not it. I believe you are the only woman 
In the work! who wouM not understand. You do 
not, win not, foOl not Ah, hushi For aU that 
alls the June is, that we kyve eadi other." 

Hie young man had hardly uttered these words 
before he would have given a ransom to rticall them. 

There is soinethingappallii«,attifflcs, to the dull- | 
est foney. In the Inexorable nature of human speech. I 
Hm word that has leaped ftem the Upe haa flOBe. aa 
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tho MNil goM ftom the body; it has taken on the 
awfbl rebellion of a departed spirit ; to recall it ia 
like recalling tho dead. A moment ago your iVicnd 
waa joora, to have and to hokl, to kiaa, to clasp. 
Now, whose ia he? and what? and where? An 
instant past, yonr- thought waa joor alare, mnte, 
\ anboervient, aafe : now it defies yon. 

Ostrander had felt himself blindly driven, that . 
evening, towarda some riot of expression, circling 
slowly to it aa tho bee circled to the flower in her 
abondant hahr. He had struggled against this im- 
pulse stoutly. As long as his love was his secret, ho 
felt himself to be, in a certain mystical, exalted sense, 
the master of thia beautiAil, defiant creature. IIo 
ooold kivo her. 8ho could not help that. Deeper 
than all tho moods that the subtle Juno night could 
ever strike, he knew now that he loved her. It waa 
no fioC : ho was not the man to mistake a revolution' 
for a riot ; he knew the difference. 

IIo had been spurred into speedi by an instinct, 
daring as all instincts are, and as IbU of danger. 

And hia instinct had told him that this waa a 
woown to bo suriiriscd, not wooed. He felt, that, if 
bs came suppliant to her, her whole being wpuld 
have gathered itself liko a queen, and receded 
ftom him. IIo cookl not have dallied with her, or 
pleaded with her, or si^cd before her : that seemed 
to Urn an artificial process, adapted for tho winning 
or other woomu, in whoae tondemeas there was 
aadsoMntofari. Hi^ might melt beneath 
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it: it wpuld be like tho administration of ether to 
the grand simplidfy of her soul ; the inflnenoe meant 
to subject her into a gentle dream would pityve a 
powerfhl excitant ; she would lh*eze under it, liko 
ice mechanically formed at mid*summer. 

He could not think of her aa a woman to whom a 
man would ever sa}*, *^ Learn to love me. Permit 
me to teach you. Suffer me to bo near you." He 
would as naturally have said to a beautiAil torrent, 
" Seek to love me ; " or bedconed to some sweet, wild 
creature of the wooda, expecting it to fawn at hia 
foot. 

The young man'a nature had leaped to entrap her, 
as the hero in the old m^-thology crossed tho riqg 
of fire that surrounded the daughter of the gods. 
When he had made tho plunge, ho found indeed a 
woman sleeping ; but it was a woman armed. 

AWs lifted her eyes slowly, liko one struggling 
with a ibgitive dream. lie wouM have given yenn 
of his lifo At (hat moment to sec her lip tremble, or 
l^er eyehtth foil, or her commanding figure shrink. 
She did, indeed, change color, but it waa to take on 
.the color of white ffaro. And then the antique east 
of her features came on. She kx>ked like a great, 
dumb, protesting goddess, whom some li^t hand had 
Just dragged foom the bosom of tho earth to the 
glare of day. 

• Aa they stood there, the humming of the bees in 
tho wigelia-bush r everbe r ated, and aeemed to fill the 
worid. One crawled out of the rose which she had 
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ctflt away, and reeled against her foot. They 
Just as Ms brokcnwords had arrested them, fiistened 
by cadi other's eyes. Suddenly in hers there 
dawned a far, startled look : sho lM»gan to torn her 
nodk a littlo from side to side, like a deer stirred 
by the soond, but not as yet by the si^t of porsniti 
and secretly preparing for flight. 

Then sho thrast oat both her hands. 

(• I deny it ! " said the woman. 

**I assert it! " said the man. They fused one 
another, flashing like dccllists. 

**Toii assame," she biased, stammering, and 
■tmggjing with her words, — *'yoa presome — what 
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" I presome to say that I love yoo," he orged, 
awilUy sdntfllating into a dazzling tenderness. ** I 
qoite dare to say that I love you. I know what I 
am saying. I love yoo, love 3-011 ! " 

At that moment his words seemed to her a kind 
of onendnrable liberty, like personal approadi, as 
If he had toodied her dress or hand. Iler startled 
maidenhood Iblt a wikl rebellion in Jost standing 
tliere, and knowing that his eyes were on her. Iler 
ownhadnowfiiDen. She began to quiver and flash, 
but it was not with tenderness. She was caught 
b e t wee n two flres. She could not have told Just 
flwn Ibr which canse she fdt most repcllant of him, 
—thai he loved her, or that he had told her she loved 
Mb. a Uad of wide recoil from him, sodi as she 
kBowA from any man, made either of these 
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suppositions seem to her like usorpatioos ; like in- 
fringements of some blind, sacred law, which she felt 
about' her, like the e^'ening air, and would sedc to 
andcrstand at a calmer thne. But it was not an 
instinct of repugnance that had spread in a moment — 
there, through U«9 calm June afterglow — a sodden 
impassable distance between herself and this man 
(an antipathy would have been tess oomptex, and so 
more tractable,. than this feeliqg][ : it.was a rebound 
of dismay ; it was at once blindly instinctive and 
rigidly measured, like that which one inakes bef<»« 
a plunge. 

No man had ever spoken to her like this man. 
His words had the character of omenta. She felt as 
if she had in one moment put a great fiict behind 
her, whose eflbcts the whole of life ooukl not undo. 
What was the weakness in her nature that had made 
this experience possible? and what the tumult there 
which mode it memorable, stamped it uiK>n her like 
the mould of a great sorrow, or a wild Joy? 

Iler startled look had broackncd now, and bri^it- 
encd, lice a light coming near and nearer to one 
through the undcigrowth of a dense forest. There 
was even a kind of appeal in her voice, thou^ it 
was with ccremonioos dignity that she said, — 

** I hope, Ilr. Ostrander, that yoo may And yoor* 
sdf as mudi mistaken in yoor own feding as yoo 
have been, so extnMndinarUy, in mine. It will 
nndoobtedly be sOi Nothing is easier than to over- 
estimate the depth pf a paadiV influenoe.' 
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" I have over-esUmiited nothing/' persisted ht 
dqggodlj. " And I am mistaken in nothing. Ah, 
hnshi Let me speak; letmeexplain. You do not 
understand yoorself or me. Yon recoil; yon are 
angiy with me. I was abmpt, I was nnconth, I 
was onreasonaUe ; but before God I belioTO I was 
ti^iU Ttara to me one moment. Let me see joor 

^res. Lot me beg of jon to Ustcn " 

"I wonder, Mr. Ostrander," said aunt Chloe, 
panting np across 'the pansy-bed, "if I might bo 
grestlj trouble jou as to help me one moment with 
tbe grape-Tine — And,ATis, lam sony; but there 
•re caDers: I think it is Mr. Atten and his sister;- 
mad the grape-rine win get a sprain if I Icare it as 
* ^ I thoqght— if thcy'n excuse the gaidcn- 
tP^^ — Jon would Ilka to bripg them out, and gut 
tfadr eritkism upon the picture/' 



THB 8IOBT OF ATIB. 



lit 



CHAFTEB VIL 

Abmoast: *'Iaeeep(SiMp«fls 
I eboow to mlk high wUh mbUaer dnaS 
Bather Omui cnwl In MfMy.** 

Oiaf: •' AmsMt, I voaU witii an nj nvl I 
The man M nf«» tlMU Im eooM auika yo«r life 
■VMl to yo«, at artln aafs." <- 



HE sought her the next day without prefiMse of 
apology, and like a man demanded his hearing 
out. There was a pertbctly new clement in his man- 
ner to her, that had almost the dignity of a claim or 
right ; but to resent this seemed Uke resenting the 
racrcd incoherendcs of grief. Avis recelred him 
Kcntly. 

He found her wandering in the fields about the 
f bore. She could not work. 8I10, too, had not slept, 
and looked well-nigh as worn as he. Tlicy did not 
sit down, but walked restlessly to and tto throat the 
long, impeding grass. 

lie codd not catch her eye ; buttheezpresskmof 
her mouth when he began to speak disheartened 
him. He had nercr seen her put her lips together 
so. Avis Iblt that a battle was imiiending. Even 
lacr gentleness had a kind of strotcglcal character. 
Her foot fcU upon the bruised clover with a martial 
rhythm. The whoto ibree of lier,'soul and bo^y 
soomed to garrison itself. 
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He begin by telling her in ft tone of proud humi 
Hty that he had been too hasty j-e«tcrday; that 
tboo^ it was not ijosaible that he could bo mis- 
f^fcAn in his own feeling, as she would know, if 
die knew hhn better, yet that it was never easy for 
a num's imagination to empk>y itself upon the nature 

of a woman. 

»* And you," he said, with a lover's ingenuous grar- 
ity, "are like no other woman,— no other that I 
ever saw. I do not believe the world contains 
another. You pcn>lcx mo like the Sphinx ; you awe 
me like the Venus ; you allure me like the Ldrclci ! 
I have dreamed of such women. I never saw one. 

Itoveyoul" 

He turned to her with a kind of solemn authority, 
as if in those three words all the swift, sweet argu- 
menu of his heart had so clearly cuhninated, that it 
wookl be as fanpossible for her to combat them as it 
was to advance any thing more compcUing or con- 
^indng ; as if he had said, "The Ay is blue flre," or 
"The daisy turns to it," or "The tkie leans to the 

■hoie." 

He looked at her a Uttle blindly, with half-ftllen 
lids: there was a haay radiance in Ua eyes, from the 
IbU force of which it waa as if he shielded her. 
Glaadng up with some unspoken protest on her 
lipe, ahe seemed to feel this; she put her hand 

iKsrownoyesasifahehad been dassled. 

" When a man knres a woman as I love you," he 

aaU quietly, "he a 
ilgjhl to be ; he must be.' 
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" Tou do not know what yoa say!*' she cried : 
" you don*t know what you ask. I am not a / , 
woman to make you — to make any man happy.i^v 
Even if I"— I 

" Ah, what? Even if yoa what? Best here a 
minute in the shade, and tell me. Tou shut your 
heart away from me. Let me stay hers till I find 
it." 

" Then you will stay forever I " flashed the wo- 
man, oflT her guard. lie threw himself at her feet, 
in the shadow of the stone wall, and, across a little 
cordon of tall daisies that leaped uncruahcd be t ween 
them, looked over at her. 

" Even if you" — 

"That does not matter now. It was notfaiog. 
Let that drop." 

"Even if you — what? Fhiy finish your sentence. 
Tou are incapable cf small coquetries. If you do 
not finish 3-oar sentence, it must be that yoa realfy 
prefer me to finish it for you." 

"No, no I I woukl rather finish it for mysdf. 
I meant to say, that even if I loved you." 

"And what then? Sup|)ose — Just suppose it • 
that you loved me. Suppose that all this qwing, 
the foehng — you have called it artistic fervor ; the 
sympathy — you have thought it friendliness; the 
sweetness, — I bdieve you thought that had some- 
thing to do with your fother; all the i^ory that 
has come into life; all this ddicate hitozication 
that has been between us two, man and woman, 
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CKftted by hcaTcn, to love, to yidd, Ilka oUier 
men and w<»nen"'— 

•« I will nevor yield, like other women I " cried 
Aris, qoircring mstom the daisies. 

«* Dot suppose," he continued, his tone gaining 
In qpdct Insistence as hers lost strength in emotion, 
— ** suppose thai all this had meant that yon knred 

me?** 
" Then I shonU be Tsry sonry," she said tremn- 

loQsly. 

••Why Sony?** 

•• Ton compel me to repeat an unpleasant thing,'* 
she leptted more fidntly yet. •* I said, eren sup- 
posing It were as yon wish, I could never make yon 

happy.** 

••I have the right to Judge of that, — rather a 
eomfbfftkss right; but I shall not oreriodk It, nor 
any other right you give me.*' 

••I have given you none, noncl" She rose in 
mndi agitation, and, swoei)lng down the daisies, 
turned flom him. It were hard to say whether it 
wero his eyes or his voice that restrained her, — 
sufely his toudi had not fhUcn Uix>n so mudi as the 
hem d her garment, ^but she stood swa3ing and 
uncertain, and then slowly, as if tender, compdling 
hands had dmwn her, sank down against the wall 

again* 

Itehaps (here was a momentary consciousness of 
weakness In this little act, whidi stung her; for her 
whole flMwd seemed sudden^ to gather and defend 
ttsem 
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•• Ifr. Ostrander," die said with a gentle distinot* 
ness, •• we are making a long and painftd scene oul 
of a matter which a doien plain words win settle.** 

•• Then," said he, •• tot us speak the plain words.'* 

She sat for a moment with her Ihoe turned towards 
him. In the attitude of one who waits for expected 
speech. But the young man, with hia dbow In the 
dairies, and his head upon his hand, lay watdiing her 
In a kind of trance. His eyes had gone quite dull 
and blind, as If the force of his repressed feeling had 
been an objective presence, like a mid^day sun. 
Turning, she saw this memorsble look, for the first, 
but not the last time in her life. Her resolntion 
seemed to gather eoursgefeom it; and she said with 
Increasing quietness,— 

•• The plain word Is, that I do not, and I must 
not, think of tove, becanse the pfadn truth la, that 
I cannot accept the consequences of h»ve as other 
women do. 

••Oh, I seel I was a bnite to make you say 
that," .cried Ostrander faiqwtlentfy. Thai bUnd 
look broke suddenly, and scattered into an unesr- 
tain, darting gleam, like *a baO of qukkaflver 
crushed. ••Ton mean that you do not wish to 
many?" 

•• Certainly I mean that But It was a little haid 
to be made to say It. Now H Is said, I don*l ears. 
There Is an end to It.** 

••It Is not km, then, thai yon fed a disre sps et 
for, bat maiilsfs? Ton pnfer to many Ail» I 
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■oppote/' he said perfdexedly. ** Too are happlei 



? 



9» 



J 



w 



> 



** I fsel no disrespect for either, that I am con- 
sdoas of; hut sorely I am happier as I am/' Thai 

P sensltiTe Tein on her temple throbbed painlblly. 

I Uliat did this man take her for? Fdnted canTas, 
periiaps ; or a marble antiqae ; a torso, possibly ; 
something medianicaUy eonstnictod on the principles 
of the hi^Mst art, content to gather the dust of her 
stiidio without a heart-throb ; a fleshless, bloodless 
thing. A great impulse soiged OTor her to rise, and 
ciyoiittohim,^- 

**I am hmnan, I am woman 1 I have had my 
y^ dreams of love like otlier women ! " Bat tliat was 
not a matter to chatter about. When she found the 
nsan who could both understand and rererenoo these 
^beams-^bul In her wildest vision she had only 
seen his fiioe as we see the loved fiioes of the dead, 
■acred, safe, and snatched fiom her. God gave her 
the power to make a picture before he gave her the 
power to love a man. 

And this man, IIUs, who had conltased and agi- 
tated, nay, half blindeSl her, with whom her nature 
Ibund tacMpe or surrender equaify impossible, — what 
•lioald she do with hhn? She thought of hhn with 
A kind of terror which only a woman can understand, 
twcaase he had oome so near, but fhiled to coma 
nearor, to her ; because he had startled her into put- 
ting her whole soul in aims whidi he had Adlsd to 
She ^i"fc^*«* wished at thai momsnt thai 
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she could have loved like other women, and that she 
oonld have loved him. That experience, at least, 
would have had the beauty of holiness : this bore 
the bruise of sacrilege. 

His thoughts, like a witdi-hazd, seemed to follow 
and command the spring of hers ; for Just tlicn he 
said abruptly, — 

'* So, then, if you loved me, you are sure you 
would not marry me ? We might be so happy I Did 
you never think of that?" 

He drew a little nearer to her. Both the words 
and the motion had something of the hatnre of 
unconsciousness. The tall white daisies swayed 
delicately in the golden air between them. 

*' A woman never thinks — I never tlionght — of 
sudi a thing in such a way," said Avis, with recoil- 
ing eyes. 

** I beg your potion. A man is so diflbrent I and 
jfoti are so different Arom most women I But, If 3^ou 
loved me, you would marry me all the same. You 
shottkl be happy. You should paint. I should be 
proud to have you paint. I used to think I should 
be wretdied with a gifted wilb (all 3'ouQg men do) ; 
but yon have taught me better. It woukl bo the 
purpose— do not think it tho ravings of a lover if 
I say it woukl be the passion-«»of my life to he^ 
you realise your dreams of success." 

Avis smiled sadly; but she said, with the evidence 
snd the consciousness of fteling mors deep^ shaken 
tiiao a^y he had ysl 



.. 



IM 



I 



THB 8IOBT OF ATIB. 



** How can yoa Imoir wbat my dreaaui are? Did 
I c^'crtcUthcmtojoa? Toa are nring a hmgiiage 
Uiat 3-00 do not undentand. My ideals of art are 
those with whidi marriage is perfect^ inoompalible. 
Suooess — > for a woman — means olbsolnte sorrendery 
in wliatever direction. Whether ahe paints a pictoref 
or lores a man, there is no division of labor possible 
In her economy. To the attainment of any end 
worth Uring for, a symmetrical sacrifloe of her 
nature is oompnlsoiy upon her. I do not say that 
tbis was meant to be so. I do not think we know 
what was meant for women. It is enough that it. 
4a ao. God may haye been in a Jnst mood, bnt he 
waa not in a merdfol one, when, knowing that they 
were to be in the same work! with men, he made 
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«« Dot' soppose,'' intenupted Ostrander, thrilling 
with hope in proportion as she fired with rebellion, 
— «• suppose two people had been bom to show that 
this need not be so. That would be very much like 
God, on the whole, to let the whole worid suspect, 
if it dared not accuse, him of iqjnstioe in a given 
eouae, and then sprtng the abounding mBtcj of it 
on us at the brink of ikdth's surrender. Suppose a 
man and woman had been made and led and drawn 
to one another. Just to show that the -tolerance of 
indivldnalify, even the enthusiasm of superio ri ty, 
eould bo a perfectly mutual thing." 

*«Theip may be snoh women in the world,'' said 
Arias ** I have never seen snoh a man* On|ylov«n 
tUak it to bn poariMe. 
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Nothing could have disheartened Um Uke the 
delicate tooth of perfoctly unconscious satire biting 
through those last few words ; not oven Ijcr lapse 
into her wonted self-command, nor the sealed ej-ea 
which she was turning away ftom him to the restless 
sea. He understood, as perfectly as if she had said 
so, that the tide of an emotion stronger than he hid 
ever witnessed in her had turned, and waa setting 
outfiomhim. He was only half comforted when she 
added, in the calmer tone of one who brii^ a dis- 
cussion to an inexorable close, — 

** I never said to any one what I have sakl to yoa 

to-day, if that is any pleasure to you: it will be none 
to me.'' 

'* I suppose,'' he said, after an oppressive sitonce, 
" if I had been mpre of a man, a man of genius for 
instance, I might have commanded your love by thia 
time. Whatever my abilities are, they are Untried. 
Your foture Is so for established. It Is all so dUfer- 
ent tnm the way a man and woman usually meet I 
A man of my sort must seem to you so young. To 
youir Inspirational atmosphere what a pk)ddingdog a 
college tutor Is I I suppose a gifted woman dreama 
of n great man. I ahall never be a great man ; but 
— with you^Imli^t do some wortlgrworic. I feel 
a unity in aU afans, an hope, ainoe I hare known you ; 
life aeems symmetrical and toherent, and worth 
while. It doea not alwajv. I am a restksss feUow." 

•«I am sure you wOl do wottlgr work," sakl Aria ' 
with rii«li« eamsatnsas, —•« sure, sure I " 
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I WCVB« 

**Aiid joa mistake me," she conthmed eagetij, 
'*in whalyoQaaldJostiiow. I don't think I ooidd 
loire a great man, if I tried.'* 

** Why not?" aaked Ostrander, a fUnt smile en- 
cnMcfaing opon the deepening pain of his Ihce. 

** I nerer asked myself why, any more than I ask 
myself why I thrill to paint a pictore, and soflbr to 
aew a seam. It is enough to feel such things, if yon- 
fed them as hard as I do. But I suppose it is the 
iMral nature of a man a woman needs — I mean I 
sliottld need — to find great. That is noble, I think, 
— to be a man, and be great in goodness ; to hsTs 
Ihlth and tenderness and truth, and whiteness of soul. 
I sboukl care much less for what was in a man's 
head than what was in his heart. And a great man 
babsorbedt he is not so apt to think of little thii^ ; 
ha is too busy to be tender, I should say." 

«• But that is the way," said he, «* that men fed 
•bout women, not women about men." 

'«Is it?" asked A\is, sighing: «« I do not know. 
I should think all women would fed so. But I hare 
told yon more than enou|^, Mr. Ostrander, of what 
I think and ftd. It cannot hdp us a^y. And no 
■aa'a lore can be meant for me." 

•• Now that," he add mudi^y, "is what I can- 
aot quite understand. I never knew a woman in my 
lift who oouU hnre a man so much — if she would* 
Tkt^ §bK^t9% t^\ Ahf yoQdoBot"-~youdaiuaot«M> 
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deny that. Ton would ps^urs your own natnrs if 
yon tried." 

" God forbid that I peijure my own nature! " 
answered Avis, beginning to grow pale. " But, as 
I live, I shodd peijure It if I sdd to you to-day 
that I believed love and marriage were meant for 
me. And whatever it would be to me — tUs lifo 
that other women seem'to be so— happy in; thb 
feeling that 'other women— have— to odhr to the 
man they " — 

She broke off abrupt^': her voioe had ftlleB to an 
awe-strudc whisper. 

Her solemn reticence and reluetance befoio tUa 
experience which he had been need to see women 
enter upon both readiljy and iireverent|y, allbcted 
Ostntndcr so the Hash of a new i^anet aflbcts the 
astronomer whoee telescope misses to^y what it 
has discovered yesterday. He brunght his diy 
fifty^f togetheTf and wrung themf— a f ftft itt do* 
^[Qent gesture. 

•• Marriage," add Avia, not assertantly, but on^ 
aadly, as if she were but recognising soase dreary, 
univerMd truth, like that of sin, or misery, or death, 
**ia a profession to a wonan. Andlhave ay wod t ; 
Ihavemy woricl" 

** But auppoae," he sqggested, " that your flrtnrs 
should foil to foUU its.— present promlss^- Be 
patient with me! To« cannot thfaik I am capable 
of undemtiiMr that nomise. As I ase it. it is a 

But Ihte Is SO folse to nnfaml— > 
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perii^N BMMt of an to wooi6n,.as joa say. A thoa* 
•and things maj bailie jon. Yon dare the km of 
What nineteen eentories of womanhood has held as 
the fife of its life ; yon dare the loss of home and 
knre for — God forbid that I saj an nnprored but 
as jFet ontried power." 

** At least," she said, after a sflenoe in which she. 
had sat not nnmovcd, — '* yes, at least I can dare. 
There is that in me whidi will not permU me not to 
dare. God gare it to me." 

** Amenl" said the yoong man solenmly. Jnst 

Oietthecoaldaddnomore. He had, periiaps, nerer 

tkiqgfat till that moment that God leally did give 

floch things to women. How right she was aboot 

r (|\ K! How trae, how strong I His rererenoe for her 

"^ i| grew with his sense of loss. His ardor deepened 

' imder her denial. He hsd always thoo^ he should 

learn to hate a woman who had been too easily won. 

It seemed to him at that moment that he woold 

rather be scorned by her than loved by any other 

creature in the world. 

** Hay I not come another day?" he pleaded; Ibr 
she had risen as she spoke, and, careAilly steppiiy 
nitNmd the daisy cordon, turned her Hmo towards 
lier Ihther's house. 

''What could be gahwd?" said AtIs sad^. 
** We can nsitfaer of us spare the strength needed 
ftr our ]Ub*s work — yon or I ^- on scenes Uks this. 
Ttey take strength. Howtiiedyoukwkl*' 

She kMksd up at hfan with a sudden wonaotf 
quiver on k» IhoB, and hdd out her hand. 
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** Ton won't mind it, if I say that I shan— ndss 
yoof Or that I shall always like to know you are 
my ftiend? " she added Umidly. ** And by and by, 
when all is different . • • and we can talk of other 
things • . • you will come back to me?" 

** If ever I come bade to you, it win be to stay," 
said Ostrander under his breath. "Tou will not 
get rid of me so easily, if you beckon me bade" 
But he turned haggardly away ; and, leaping the 
wall with a mi^t7 bound, strode off alone upon the ^ 
beadi. 

Avis stood as he had left her till he was out of 
si|^t; then slowly, as if each nerve and mosde in 
her body yielded separately, sank down among the 
daisies, tlirowing ha arms above her head, among 
thehr roots. She was worn with the strain of the 
last few days. She thrust her dieek down into the 
cod, dean earth, and let the gross okise over her 
youQg head with a dull widi that it were dosiiy Ibr 
the last time. 

As she Isy there, prone as a fldlen Gaiyatlde, 
stq» crushed the doven ; Ostrander had returned, 
and stood again beside her. 

«' Ftodon me," ho said depreoatini^y. •<! have 
no right, but the rig^ of my miseiy, to intrude in 
this way. I thought you woukl have heard me. 
Do not stir. I hsTe on^ come back to ask yon a 
singlo question." 

He ported the long grass that had dosed above 
her, and kMked down. She had epiupg, Uf 
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log on her elbow, and lifted her (hoe, whidi galliered 
ft diUl ftom the doll green Bhadow hi which she was. 

** In jow 8001*8 name and mine," he aald, ** will 
jDQ answer what I ehall ask? '* 

** I will tij," she said solemnly. 

•« TcD me, then," ho proceeded with a dlxzy feel- 
ing, wondering whether it were madness or insplra^ 
Hon that possessed him, and wh}^ a man mast find 
In either an iron necessity like this that flogged him 
Into speech, ** tcU me, — it is all yon can do Ibr me 
BOW, and I dare bcUeve you would relieve the pain 
jou must inflict so ftar as ;.*ou can, — tell me if I am 
the man you would have, mi^t have, knred? " 

AH her fhoe and figure, which had been suflbsed 
while he spoke, with a bcautilbl ooflipassion, grew 
tense. She flung out one bent elbow as if she had 
been wardiqg off a blow. But she said still sol- 
«nuily,— 

** For your soul's sake and mine, you are the man 
I wiU not kre." 

It was not long, possibly it mi^t hare been a 
week or ten days, after the completion of the por- 
trait, when one evening, as Avis came in- nrther 
wearfly ftom the studio, she fimnd aunt Chloe beck- 
onlog mysteriously to her from the piazsa-steps. 
Annt Oiloe had on the purple-and-wood-colored 
gnrdcn-gown that she had bought at a Harmouth 
tankmpt sale, since three cents a yard was a saving 
wcrthy the attention of any woman who handled 
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money often enough to know the valne of It; and 
the diflbrcnoe woukl exactly get one and a half of 
those religious mottoes so pretty in the 8oidier*s 
Hos{^tal. Aunt Chloe beckoning on the piazsa, be- 
hind the woodbine, bloomed like a laige and rather 
stumpy pansy. Avis remembered the pattern of 
that odlco, and remembered the outline that the 
woodbine merdfhUy dropped upon it, for years after 
It had gone to adorn some Georgia fteedwoman of 
an undoubtedly deserving, but, It is to be hopedf 
not an esthetic cast of mind. 

** I wanted to see you, my dear," said aunt Chloet 
** about the lemon cream. Can you step Into the 
pantiy a- minute? There. Just taste it, will you? 
Too mudi sugar? I thought so. For a woman who 
can not cook, you are the most fludtless taster I ever 
knew. Thank you. I wonder if 3-ou'll shut the 
door — It bk>ws the cream. That will do. If you've 
got the paint off your hands, suppose yon sUm a 
little for your fkther's berries. Your flither Is quite 
put about, tu-night," added aunt Chloe, who seldom 
dropped into the ezpressire old Vermont phrasci un- 
less the Harmouth anxieties were over-JDeen* 

80 that was It. Of course It had not been the 
lemon cream. Since aunt Cbloe had sadly, but, as 
she hoped, resignedly and finally admitted the glaring 
culinary deficiencies of Avis's nature, these pantiy 
wuUink$ had been rare. 

Avis asked, rather listless^, what was the matter 
with Ibther this tins? Was It ths sophoamn haa- 
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Ingt or the aenlor nuh? the dangeroady lax posi- 
tion taken by the Theological Chair? or had some* 
body taken the liberty to diflbr ftom him aboat 
the wm-egof Poor father I His nenrooa iiritability 
grew upon him a little. 

" Tea," said annt Chloe, '< I think it does. We 
mnst watdi him more carefhlly. We most see that 
he Is kept amnaed and exercised." 

This was said in the tone which aunt Chloe always 
adopted In discussing this time-honored subject, — 
the tone usual with the women of a literary man's 
fiunlly ; one of calm and gentle superiority to a race 
of beings, and to a class of weaknesses, whidi must 
be tolerated, but might not be cured or improved. 
Aunt Chloe said he must be kept amused and ex- 
ercised, exactly as if she hsd been speaking of a fine 
terrier or blooded racer, for whose physical nurture 
•be waa professionally though aflbctionately lespon- 
rible. 

** I wonder," went on annt Chloe, with placid Ir- 
velefraiioe, " why we none of us gmre Mr. Ostrander 
bis title?" 

•« His title?" Avis held the skimmer suspended 
•t a rash atagle over a plate of bread-cake. 

<« Tea, his medical title. Tou know he graduated 
•onewhers in medicine ; but I beUere he Ibund It dis- 
tMteAd or litfurious ; I think it was iitfnrlous to his 
liealth. And I shoold no more hsTe thought of him 
wm a doctor than I ahoidd tUnk of him as a^-por- ' 
potsst" nU snnt CUkWi Ifaidliig bsr *'*nt*''^im sod- 
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denly banknipt of sdentifio similes. ** But, now he 
must needs go into the army, It comes into play. It 
shows the great useftilness of a Ubcral education, I 
suppose ; but your fhther is Just as much worked up 
about it. You are dribbling.the cream on the bread- 
cake. Your (kther sa3's the country needs superior 
young men to preserve the tone of her colleges as 
much as she docs at the front Just now. And he 
says there's a plethora of suigcons. Mr. Ostrander 
was such a pet with him 1 'What ha^-e you done with 
the skimmer? And the worst of it is " — 

" WeU," said A%1s, "what Is the worst of H?" 
For annt Chloe had suddenly sot her sentence away 
to cool in the ico-chcst, into which she had dived 
bodily on one of those mysterious domestic Inspira- 
tions whidi Avis had long since ceased attempting to 
fhthom. Aunt Chloe's fiice and shoukicrs had quite 
disappeared ; but the bade of the pansy-gown pie- 
sentod a broad and Imprcssi^-e IVont, If I may be 
allowed the expression. Avis's eyes traced the pat- 
tern up and down. There seemed to be nothing but 
a brown palm-leaf and a purple stripe in all the world. 

" Yon were saying, annt Chk)e, the worst of it 



waa" — 



" The berries are withered," said aunt Chloe, 
slowly exhuming herself ihrni the reiHgerator. 
** Oh, yes 1 the worst of it Is about the profbasorBhip. 
Mr. Ostrander received the call last night, and this 
morning he enlisted for three months. Tliat Is what 
has put j-our flither out so. I told him, if the yom^ 
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man was worth any thing, ho was worth thseir waittag 
for. Bttt he said three months was long enough to 
kill a man, and that he liked to see a yoong feUow 
hare a mind, and stick to it. Now, if joa'U call 
Jnlia, we will have these picked over." 

The next day Coy and Barbara came over to beg 
some of aunt Chloe's flowers to send out to camp, 
whither, they said, Mr. Ostrandcr was going in an 
hour. The next night the professor laid a letter 
iq^n AtIs's plate at tea, from which, when she opened 
it, there dropped out a chedc, drawn in Ihilip Os- 
tnnder's name, upon the Harmonth Bank. It was 
enc l osed in a letter-sheet, on which was written onfy. 
In the pendDed camp-scrawl which so qoiddy takes 
'on something of the sacredness of death, — 

** I hare made it payable to yoor flUher*s oider» 
tMiAing it nu^ be mors oonvenieni or agrseable te 
jM to oash/' Kothiqg mors. U wss the prias of 
Itepoftnit. 



It 



i! 



CHAFTEB Vm. 

li fk* dgM •! fk* ko4r- • • • H^ ^ tt* 



BMdwallafCk, 

VmA thli triiMfndwit iWt 

KdtlMr •ofel Bor banua ; 
Atatt wttli a Son** strangCh. 
PlMNd wUk Ml Mgte** wlng^ — 

Batfim I wttktteaMtoT » VI 

JULY kindled skmty bat fiercely, like the heart 
of a flurnaoe. The delicate edges of eadi nerr- 
oos leaf on the famous Ilarmoath elms curled and 
Uadcened. The much-graTcUed sidewalks burned 
the dignified feet of the professots on their patient 
way to lecture. The much-expanded cotton um« 
brella gloomed graoeiVilly above their heads. The 
college-boys fitted for biennial under the tntdage 
of the ice-cream render, and became the abjed 
preys of the soda-fountain and the lemonade*!x^. 
The yaditing-parties drew in their idle sails. Aunt 
Chloe's anxious watering-pot made no tours among 
the stifling flowers till the scoidiing sun had stooped. 
The blinds of the garden studio were dose^ drawn. 
At the ftont, halo soldiers dropped flrom the ranks 
with sunstroke, and the wounded died of thimi upon 
theflehl. Ilwas the summer of battles,— Fair Oaks, 
Tlie Seven Digrs, Cedar Mountain, Bull Bun, IIar> 
par's Fenj, AnUetaok 




\& '^ '•*• 

W-j1B^ It JP^rSinB Bimnew Uke fldnt u 
^^1%@t4tht^|| c^l^u cjM. Sho mnld 




c% KJI so In the ipring exU- 
^ ft ^tt "^aT* "Ti m'- -th ^■•'™"'- golden pcolw- 

t t .7d'«r-al' i °r^>*' oiiiiiliTlud been 

* ' •IMIn*«o\*.a W 'rthdiwUe-ieeeUiv 

f^? # ^ '^^^ "4^ find tint the efler- 

M^Hiil"* 1 X'^M'^ •'...., on the pletnre of Sir 
^gnaj J^ 1% _^ as •^oiy or storj of Vetl- 
ea^ltS V^c ><U-^ ~*cr done. It meaot 
J«ot^t%i ft a. 
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Dot Into the gordoB ' 
gnat, utd lUtcn ta 
poor-trees, tad the 
for Jacob* down tha 
la fUr jDong flrtara 
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der, bltament and Vandjck, — with that tendenieM 
whldi is 80 inexpressibly heightened bj the gravi^ 
of the color ; the aromatic odor of the early bonflrea 
with whose smoke the languid air was binned, and 
bine ; then by the exhalation of small bods, the elm 
and the grape that boirowed the mantle of the leaf, 
as wild things do that of the forest, to escape detec- 
tion. Every sense in her qoiTcred to homely and 
imdbtrasive inflnences. 

It was a long time before she coold look at a 
certain fiided cridcet in the parior that her mother 
worked, without the strange, hot tears. She would 
not hare exdianged the choirs of St. Peter's for the 
aoond of the old chapel bell calling the atodents to 
evening prayers. 

Andthcn — ahwelll and then there had been that 
■Up npon the light-house reef; that had cost its own 
propor ti on of dumb days. And after that she had 
painted the portrait. And then it would hare been 
fanpossiblo to ibrccast the precise personal effect of 
this war. Life, she thought, had p r e ss e d too near 
ber, since she came home, for her to tell the world 
what it meant ; dnng too dose, and with too sweet 
imistence, Bke the friend who stops the month with 



AB tfiose stndies which had stood with thdr fhces 
lo tiie wall while Ostnnder had been in the studio, 
ahe woold hare liked to put cot of the wide worid, 
if ber fktfier had not cared, fflie wanted a deaui 
ooUf banmi start, like a racer In a moor. Ilisn 



were some pleasant little things among fbem too, — 
a Florentine .sunset, five poplars on the crest of a 
hill against a sky of dull metallic rod ; a Neapolitan 
ghi tossing her bamlHno into the air; a study of 
breakers under an advancing fqg, the mist stalk- 
ing in about a headhmd, licking up the deep under* 
tones of a great green wave ; figures, — amananda 
woman peering over the edge of a predpice under 
an intense tropical moon ; a woman's head, the cyea 
quite tuned away, — a study from some Buisian 
model, — unfinished. 

But A\\b put (hem all bade with their Ikces to the 
wall, sat an hour longer before her blank canraa, 
then laid down the charcoals, and went wearily out 
into the hot air. The sultiy evening had aottled 
upon the sultrier day. The ooUcge-boys over on 
the green were singing army songs. 

" The studio' is too hot," said aunt Odoe with 
consdentious sympathy. ** I wonder if it woukin't 
hdp you out' to go down ceDar, and stir the ice- 



. «*I shall get to woik to-morrow,'' sakl Aria, who 
never liked her studio to be under ftmily discussion. 
But to-morrow Coy came over to take her to the 
chapd, where the women of Hannonth sat with 
hushed voices, roOiog bandages and pi ddi^ Unt. 
The butcheiry of Bull Bun had lUlen upon the aum- 
gledlaad. 

This meant that It was August in the gaiden 
stMtto. Avia had meant to hava a pldnw^kad 
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lioped to liATe a good picture — well under way by 
the time that the cofipcr-coiorcd Bunlight stmggled 
throng the August mnric upon the casd. 

She went np to her bedroom that night with dog- 
ged cjea. She had fkUcn into one of these syn- 
copes of the imagination in which men have periled 
thefar souls to stimubte a paralyzed inspiration. By 
any cost — "byyirtue or by vice, by friend or tr 
fiend, by prayer or by wine" — the dumb arti^ 
oourts the mirade of speech. 

Angel or devil, who is it that troubleth the torpid 
waters? EqnaUy the soul makes haste, lest another 
should step down before her. 

Avis shut and locked the door of her bate, old- 

Ikshloned room, looking about it with a kind of tri- 

omphant rebellion. She was a woman. Those four 

waUs shut out the workl from the refined license of 

ber mood. She wanted nothing of it, — the great 

imhdly world. In which seers struggled and sinned 

ftr their visions. Let them go fighting and erring 

oo. God spoke In another way to women, — In no 

Mtfthquake, in no fire of the soul, but In still small 

Tolces. What would her escaping nature with her? 

Ferhaps by and by, when all the house was still, 

Ae woukl go bounding down through the kmg grass, 
and dash hendf flill-length upon the shore, and let 
one wa;fe— Just one— break Ito white heart upon 
her. Or she would push her little boat off fltm the 
beac h , and row out alone a mile or two down the 
ihs was mrhansted (and so eafaned) li|y 
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the wooii« of the Ihint moonlit shores. The only 
♦iiifig she could think of that she wanted, out of all 
the Intozicationa thai the round world held thai sum- 
mer nl^t, would be a room (tall of hyacinths, — rose- 
hyadnths,-:-aiid some one to play Sdiumann In the 
Bultiy gaiden. Then, by morning, she might paint 

her picture. 

Was that what the work of women ladwd?— 
hi^ stimulant, rough rlrtnes, strong vices, all the 
great peril and power of ezubersnt, exposed lifis? 

Dieamlly acRMs the current of her thought, fioai- 
ed the pathetic sound of the boys' voices in the 
street, still and forever busy with those army 
songs: — 

<< Ih the beratj of the lillet 
Christ wat bom MRm the 




She turned from the window with an abrupt, de- 
jected motion.. Who oouW make a picture till the 
war was over? 

«" ShiM be died to SMki OMi holy,** 

aang on the boys, ■ 

<« 1(61 OS die io mske SMB fras.** 

She stood for some momcnti quite still, in the mld- 

dki of the room, her arms throWn down, and her 
fingers dasped together at the Ups. Suddenly start- 
ing, ^th a firm step, and half-amused, half-curious 
limiting of the'ihoe, she unlocked a little FVendi 
dr«ssli«-oaae thai stood upon the boraan, and took 
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ftom it ft sleiider bottle, betring the tnde-maik of • 
houM in the sooUi of Franoe, and the label, ** Eau 
de Fleun d'Oronger." 

She ponied the liquid oat, holding it to the U^t. 
Eadi drop waa an amber bead, aloggiah and aweet. 

LeaTO men their carooaal, their fellowahip, the 
heaii'a blood of the boming grape* In the velna 
of the boda that girla wear at thieir bridala rana a 
fire of flavor deep enoogfa for na. The wine of a 
flower haa carried many a pretlgr Fftriibian to an in- 
trigue or a oonTent. Coold it cany a Yankee giri 
to s^kny? 

80, half laogfaing, half croda!oaa, wholly excited, 
AtIb awaOowed a canUooa doae of the innocent- 
looUqg Uqtieur^ daricened her room, threw wide her 
Uinda, and went to bod. 

In the coorae of perimpo ten minoteo ahe experi- 
eooed a alight awimming of the head : ahe bdlatered 
heraelf Ugh npon the aqoare pOlowa, and threw her 
anna down by her aide ; they fell heaTOy, and ahe 
iMind it a taak not qoito worth the undertaking to 
aUr them again ftom their plaoea. A doll but not 
painlU preaanre aet afewly in the brain, and a alight 
but not diaagreeable ringing, in the eara* Hie moat 
cBaHnet ttoqght that ahe had waa now a aenae of 
feficf that ahe could not hear the anqyaoDga. Sud- 
den^ the room began to reeL Then, aa if a Titan 
kad taken her by the ibet, and awung her through 
taflnita apace, ahe ftlt hanelf apin round and round. 
Aa aaUan^ an flwiion and aO aoQod ceaaed. 8ha 
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eat up againat the piOowa. The wotld waa atHI,' 
cool, calm. If ahe had been IboUah to tiy the ex- 
periment upon ao wann a day, die thoqght ohe*waa 
lightly poidahed. Her head waa quite dear and 
atroqg. She got up, and bathed her ihoe and bare 
anna and nec^. All her motions wero fl«e and ftill ; 
only a fldnt aidmeaa remained. Nothing had hap- 
pened. She drained a tumbler of loe-waler, and 
went bade to bed. The moon had now aet. Nothing 
had happened, excqyt that the daricneaa had become 

aUye. 

That whidi die aaw appeared at the remote wall 
of the room, — a panorama extending ftom floor to 
ceiliog, atining atowly, like Gobdin tapeatry whidi 
unaeen handa rolled and unrolled. She roused hcr- 
adf, dtting with her handa daapod about her 
kneea, giving, fts waa her habit, a mora iron atten- 
tion to theae fictiona of her own naturo than to noj 
thing whidi thoae of othera had mads CMt in the 
worid. Ndther Baphad nor Titian coohi have 
taught her what ahe learned in one audi adf-articQ- 
late hour aa thia. 

The flrat thii^ which she aaw waa a huge earthen 
raae, atandii^ by itadf againat the wall, raiaed a 
few inefaea ftom the floor, thus, and thua onliy, indi- 
cating to her eyea that it waa not what we an need 
to caU a leattty. It waa of an antique E(ssv^ituk 
mould, with which ahe nniat hare been unoonadoo^y 
fluniliar; but the pattern of ita decoralloo waa one 
perfbct^ uaktMomn to hsr. Throqih « »»• ^ 
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lotns-leftTes Lds went aeeldiig OsiTlBf the flguief 
moring faintly before her ejres till they had a^joated 
tfaemaelTea with what seemed a rolantaiy motion to 
their attitadea upon the day. The flgnrea were 
bladCf ezpreaaed by gray lights. Hie IcaTes were 
of an opaqoe green, without Teining or ahadow. A 
raised design of silver and steel sarrounded the neck, 
Hps, and pedestal of the Jar. If it had been li^t 
enough, she ooold hare taken her pencil, and aoca- 
rately copied this derign, which was Tcry intricate, 
and whidi pleased her. At the month of the Jar a 
bronse crocodile larked, with fore-feet and Jawa only 
raised above the edge, lolling Tke a tongoe. 

This appearance, which lasted bat a few momenta, 
was the signal for a kaleidoscope of beaatiftil and 
aoolleaa fonn to stir before her, slowly and sabtiyi 
liko the enter drde of a whirlpool into which she 
waa to bo drawn. Pottery, porcelain, ftimitnro, 
drap e r} ', scnlptare, then flowers, fivits,— a medley 
of atOl-lilby-^awcpt throogh atraoge, half-revealodf 
but wfaolfy resplendent interiors, whidi glided on in- 
dUferently, like langoagea that said, *' What hast thoa 
to do with na?" Now and then, oot of the splendkl 
■Mse, a distinct eilbct seemed to panse, and poise it> 
self, and woo her throng the daik. An open hand, 
faked, and turned at the wrist like a flower on its 
slcn« held water-lHiea drooping and dripping. A 
anobeam, upon an empty diair in a atndent's akove, 
Jbonsaed upon a child's shoe and a woman'a ribbon. 
A sfcoll flraand a rose between its 



upon a patdi of burning July sky, wooed a dorer. 
In a pool in a clilT, a star-flsh defined the colors of a 
tangle of weeds and shells. In a thidcct of wild- 
briar a single rose-leaf had Men upon a gray stone, 
« across whidi, and over the miniature dcaring in the 
mimic forest, the tattered and fringed li^^t lay. 

These passed. Avis nodded at them liko the 
diildren at the visions in liana Andersen's talcs. It 
was all a kind of brio-^-brac. She had not the ce- 
ramic nature. Let them go. 

They were succeeded by an uplifting and sweep- 
ing on of perspective, by means of which great dis- 
tances seemed to become measurable in the 'little 
loom. Through them the generous moods of nature 
stirred, and earth turned herself about like a beau- 
tifrd creature half awake. At first it waa the cao- 
tus on the cam|)ogna which diot up against the dark, 
scarlet, biasing, having a pulsatk>n like a heart ; it 
towered heaven-high, as if to the eyes of one who 
sat bck>w ito level ; and km through, and (hr beyond 
it, the sun had set, shrinking under a purple doud. 

Then out of a cool, green ahadow (hint outlinea 
grew, sharpened, swept ; and a world of fcma arose. 
She conk! see spiral buds uncoil ddicatdy, lilf^e the 
opening life of a dknt giri, and the fine fionda swi^ 
andasplro. These, too, shot high, aa if she had been 
prone upon the ground among them; and on them 
the light lay Vm. From the gokl to the eoM, eveiy 
diiomatie ahade due to them waa there. It 
mokMly in green. 
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From tUt there elowlj gathered itaelf, tid leaned 
towards her, one Tltantio ware. It was a mid- 
ocean ware. It reared Its ftill-length ftom foot to 
head. The colors which are seen only at the ocean's 
oore settled opon it. Kot a shoal tint was in it. 
It was both the science and the art of a wave. It 
lieid both the passion and the intellect of the sea. 
Above its crest there was Hong one hnman hand, 
and a strip of peari-white skj. 

A medlej of ootlines followed, — caravans crawl- 
ing throogh a desert ; sunsets behind pafanettos ; twi- 
lights in foresU ** wherdn no man had been since 
the making of the worid ; " a silver Ibg coding ftom 
n harbor pierced by the masto of anchored ships; 
wastes of snow, blue-cold, and wan, unbroken by 
human Ibot, defined by the loneliest of all horizons, 
— the horison of pines; then one mountain«peak, 
swathed bebw In gloom, swiftly broken at the sum- 
mit into gkny, on which <*God made hhnself an 
nwfld rose of dawn." 

Bat Avis bowed her head before these thiqgs, and 
•aid, •• Only the high priest entera in." 

When she raised her eyes, they feU upon forms 
and ihoes grown gannt with toU,— an old man sow- 
iqg q^aise seed in a dilll place ; the lantern-flash on 
n miner's stooping flMM ; the brow andsmOeof a 
slaniqg child ; salkm abandoned hi a flosen sea; a 
gioop of flustoi^ •women hnddHi^ in the wind ; the 
poimwd Ihee of a lead-woriur suddenly npttftad 
; two hagb hands knotted with kbor, 






and hsggsid with ftunine, thrust groping out npon 

the daric. 

But her heart cried out, *' I sm yet too happy, toe 
young, too sheltered, to understand. How dare I 
be the apostle of want and woe? " 

Even with the word the vision disnged, sml 
skmly as she leaned to look, swiftly as her heart 
beat in gaslng, there grow the outline of a Face. It 
was a Face cUik, dim, brightening, bUnding, beneath 
a crown of thorns ; but she dashed her hand across 
her ejxs, and said, '« I am unworthy." 

The night might have been now well worn on, 
and she was conscious only of that exhaustion of ^ 
the nature which comes flxm a highly-excited' 
but impotent imagination. The reiMSO of creation 
had fiilled to relieve the fever of vision. She 
was thinking so, dqfcctedly enough, Ibtlcssly look- 
ing in one comer of the room, where two or 
three sknder, bright harebells seemed to be siiring- 
ing ftom a cleft in a rode, when, as she looked, 
a giri in the garb of a peasant stood stoop- 
ing to pluck them. Instantly the room seemed to 
become ftill of women. CkK>patra was there, and 
Godiva, Aphrodite and St. Elizabeth, Ariadne and 
Esther, Helen and Jeanne d'Are, and the Magda- 
lene,' Sappho, and ComeUa,— a motley oom|)any. 
Theeo moved on solemnly, and gave way to a s'knl 
army of the unknown. They swqit before her in 
file, in pioecsskm. In groups. Thqr bhislied st 
skami thv knsil in eoovsnts; thqr ImmI la ths 
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strpets ; they tiiiig to their babes ; they stooped snd 
stitched in l>hiclc attics ; they trembled beneath sum- 
mer moons ; they starved in celkrs ; they fell by the 
blow of a man's hand; they sold thdr souls for 
bread ; they dashed thehr lives oat in swift streams ; 
they wrung thehr hands in prayer. Eadi, in torn, 
tliesc Qgurcs passed on, and vanished in an expanse 
of hnperfectly-deflined color like a cloud, which for 
some moments she found without form and ^-oid to 
her. 

Slowly but surely at lost, and with piercing 
vividness, this unfolded, and she saw in curt out- 
lines, like o stoiy told in a few immortal words, this 
only:~- 

She saw a low, undouded Eastern sky; fire to the 
horixon's rim ; sand and sun ; the infinite desert ; a 
earavan departing, faint as a foigotten hope ; mid« 
way, whiCt might be a camel perished of thirst. In 
the foreground the sphinx, the great sphinx, re* 
stored. The mutibtod face patiently took on the 
fiMrms and the hues of lUb ; the wide eyes met her 
own; the dumb lips parted; the sotemn brow un* 
bent. The riddle of ages whispered to her. The 
B^ysteiy of wonmnhood stood before her, and saldi 
•• Speak for me.'' 

Avis lay bade upon her pillow with a sadden, 
long, sobbing sigh. She was very tired; but she 
had seen her pictnre. To>morrow she could woric 

Up to this point there had been nothing nnpvs* 
cedeotewf la the diarai^w of these fhntmlfffs, «s« 
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oepting in their number and variety. Her creative 
moods were always those of tense vliion, amount- 
ing almost to optical iUusion, failing of it only where 
the dement of deception begins; but now when, 
exhausted and satisfied, she turned upon her pillow, 
nestling her cheek into her hand lUce a child, for 
sleep, none came. Still before her dosed eyes the 
panorama swept imperiously ; but It had become a 
panorama of agonies. For a long tbne she pcr> 
ccived only the suffering of animals, an appalling i 
vision of the eqiedol anguish incklent to dumb-^ I / 
things. She saw the quiver of the deer under the ' 
teeth of the hoond, the heart-throb of the pursued 
haro, the pathetic brow of a d^ing lioness, tlie i 
icproadi in the eye of a shot bird, a dog under \ 
vivisection licking the hand that tore him. Shar|)ly,-^ 
without transition or prepamtfon of the ihncy, this 
duinged to— O heavens 1 What? 
' A%is sUrted, with a ciy that rang through and 
through the sleeping house, beating her hands 
•against her ^yes, as if die would beat cot the veiy 
retina on which the shadow of sooh sights couki M. 
For now she was puisned l^ a vision of .battles. 
Marthd mndo filled the room; bright bkwd-streaked 
sUndsfds waved and sank and rose again; hnman 
fooes, like a wind^stnick tkle, suigcd to and IVo; 
men reded, threw op thdr anna, and fell; the floor 
crawled with the dead and dying; wounded feces 
hnddled in eomen, cane and vanished on the odl* 
Ik. enlerad and fMOtered thioi«h the door, gaqied 
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(beir liib away npon the bed. The glosiiig eye^ die 
whitening Jaw« the dinehing flngen, the ineflbctual, 
house cflbrt to breathe a brolcon name, — all were 
there: nothing was hidden, hinted, or Teilod ; noth- 
ing was spared her* 

**0 terror! Opity! Have mercy, hare merqr, 
haYsmer^l'* 

Aont Chloe csme panting in (in an amaging wrap- 
per that ootdid the pansy-gown) , and shut the blinds 
before slio stmelc the light. No good housekeeper 
wookl let in the mosquitoes, whatever the cmeigency. 

** Nightmare, Avis, or colie ? I thou^t the black- 
berries were sour. Never mind, we will have a light 
directly. Why, what is this broken gkss? Pieces 
of a bottle on the window-sill ! Are yoa hurt — cut? 
I was sure I heard 3-otir voice. But, fortunately, it 
has M)t waked yoar fhthcr. Now, my dear I '* 

«* Aunt Chloe," said A\is, passing her hand blind- 
ly across her eyes, ** where is the militaiy music?'' 

**IIusie? There's no music, but those boys: 
they've kept it up till now, the worse for them! 
There'll be some bushiess for the Faculty to-morrew. 
I always thought the objeetfon to a university town 
was the students. 80 thst was what waked you, 
was it? I don't see wlgr your father doesn't put a 
stop Is thescr midnight carousals. Army songs, 
Indeed I I suppose the cats tn the back-yaid thiid[ 
they're patriotic, and I had one In Vermont thst 
Jseil to stait * America ; ' but he never got beyond 
the sseoad bar. Therai mj dear. All ifgfat now? 
W^tAHsl 
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For Avis,' like any broken-hearted woman who 
was not going to paint a great picture to-morrow, 
had follen back upon the pillows, and crjii^, 
'* Auntie, auntie, O auntie I fet me ay a minute," 
lay shiveriog and sobbing in the efaili dawn. 



Aunt Chloe and the professor sat In the study hi 
the August sunset. . Aunt Chkie had mesnt to take 
the first opportunity to recommend to the Faculty 
a stricter r^sie of night police for thoee b<^; bnt 
she had forgotten all about the boj-s. Her knitting- 
woric (blue stockiqgs for a theok)gic8l student des- 
tined for the Ailgarian fleki) lay fclly on her broad, 
benerc^nt lap. Now and then the rue, honest tean 
of her Ptaritan. race foil! It was too daric for Hegel to 
' sse them. Under the Bulgarian stocUng lay ths 
eveniqg paper, folded with the paiticukr ereass 
Indicative In aunt Chkie's ftmily that a newspaper 
was eacred iWim the waste-basket, and elected to go 
upon file In the left corner of the thiid shelf flom 
the top in the little what-not In the stndy alcove. 
- •< What," asked the proftsMir, brinfljlng Mi more 
than commonly nenroua pace to a halt, ** what, by 
the way, dkl Avis say to this?" 
Nothing." 

Notiiiiv at aU? I should have thoQ^^thsy 

wore thrown so much tc^gether— 'tfaa| the youiy 

man's fote wouki have been m^mi^hiw^ ^ ^ ^g^^^^ 

lober. Where Is she?" 

'•8hs has been In ths stmlto aB diqrt ooept a 
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irlifle when she would go rowing. I foond her with 
n terrible headache this momingi what with the 
Ma^beiries and the boj-s. I don't believe Avis has 
had a headadie before since she had the measles. 
Bat directly alter breakfast she dragged herself oat 
intcf that hot sommer-hoose, and there she's been* 
I caiTiod her the paper. I thought she'd better read 
it herself. She thanked me, and went on drawing. 
Oh, yes! she asked if I knew where he would 
natnrallj be carried." 

** To his home in New Hampshire, I should snp- 
poee," said the professor sadly. " I believe there 
is an old father — or mother. I should have thoqght 
Avis would have been more touched by this." 

•« So doobt she feds it," said aunt Odoe, with a 
certain reserve ; «* but you know when she is in that 
■tiidio, nothiqg is to be got out of her." 

** Tnie," said the professor, *« any dose occup*- 
tioo, indeed, is literally a pre-occupation : the ab- 
sorbed mind is inhospitable to intrusions. Sir Wil- 
Ham says " — 

** Are the Faculty going to do any thing?" inter- 
mpted annt Oiloe, who aeklom found Sir William 
as modi to the point as might have been expected 
of A really intell(gent-lookhig man who resembled 
her brother. 

**Tnuit can be done? But yoa may be rig^t 
Then ooght at least to be some formal action, some 
esprenion of qrmpathy. Now yoa remind mo of 
li, I will Joat stop over to the prestdent'Si and see 
if the matter has been broadied." 
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^ Poor fellow, poor Mowl Tdl Avis I will be 
bfidc in season to say good-night," added the pro- 
fessor gently, coming back after he had dosed the 
door. 

Aunt Cbloe sat for a few minutes in the dark, stil 
idly, thinking how long it was since she had seen 
Hegel so mndi moved. Then she rolled up the Bul- 
garian stoddng, and went to put away the paper in 
its place-, stopping only by the window to be sure 
that the marked paasage lay foktod on the top. The 
iidnt and now rapklly djing light enabled her to 
read, with her coounon spectacles, very deariy, — 

** OdrandeTf FfdUp^ turgean: in CAe lunff$J 
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It was perh^M a week after the battle of Bull 
Bun, and Avia had foond herself quite nndisturbed 
at her work, left, indeed, in a rather exceptional 
Bolitode, at whidi she wondered. She liked to see 
Coy now and then ; missed her, as we miss the son- 
liS^t whose presence wc are yet too absorbed, or too 
miserable, to note. Harmoath withoat Coy wookl 
have been like Harmooth without the ehns or the 
cfaapd bell. She dung to Coj with the ahnost 
pathetic kyyalty of a woman whose twent}'-six years 
had given her no comradeship of a fibro against 
whidi her own coaU lean. In all her yoong and t 
later friendships Avis had been used to bring, not' 
to recdve, the elemento of soppcfft. Deeper than 
all chance in this, some opconqperable instinct lay. 
In the rslatioM of girlhood die had beea marked fill 
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a eertain tweet but nnaiiproadiable reeerre. 8lie 
Uned the girls politely, since it was espected of 
lier ; Init, in tJicir indiscriminate caressing, she found 
so part nor lot : her nearest intimate coald not recall 
mn homr of weakness, of pain, or of esdtement, 
whfdi had surprised A%is into it. As for Coy, she 
would as soon hare thought of petting the Facn'ty 
as of offering any of these little feminine eooentrid- 
ties as an expression of her feeling for A^is. 

Now, C03' had never voluntarily staid away from 
ber a fortnight before in all her life. When, ther^* 
ibra, she came into the studio one morning after this 
temporaiy defidcation, Avis turned the sphinx to 
the wall, and received her with unusual warmth. 

** Avis," began Coy at once, *'yott are pale,— 
pale as the higher mathematics." 

** And you," said Avis, dosely scrutinizing her, 
standing at arm*s length, with both hands on her 
sbouMen, "you are as radiant aa a Neapolitan 
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"80 she said in a novel, I think," said Coy. 
** Be original, Avis, if you must be complimentaiy. 
Ton doo*t ask me, dther, why I radiate. If you 
doo*t keep a cricket in your studio Ibr me, I shall 
have to alt in your lap ; and I've gained live pounds 
this summer. Well, the dasdcal dictionary will do s 
it is quite as hospitable. Avis?" 

•• Veiy wen, Coy." , 

**If you were lOce other women,— whidi you 
kimr joa nsvw, never wiU be, as Tve said In your 
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defence a hundred times, — but Just to suppose It, 
as you m^t suppose you could make Puker-house 
/olto, or a' tatting collar, or any other cktf d'ceicvrv 
of which your nature is incapidile ; what I want to 
Imow is, if you liked a man, ^Ict me sharpen that 
crayon for you s I hate to dt doing nothing, — if you 
hked a real, live, dreadftil man, do you suppose yon 
woukl be aU summer finding it out? " 

** O Coy 1 Ask me some connndmm with which 
myeducadon haa made me fiuniliar. But what is 
it, Cmr? Who Is he? What have yon coms to tdl 
me?" 

Avis laid down the crayon, pushed the sphinx a 
little away from her, and, gently clasping her hands 
around Coy's neck, kM3lrad with a solenui tendeness 
at her. 

** I add if there were," nodded Coy perversdy. 
**You generalise IWim insuflldent data, Avls,^a 
mistake add to be common to women and re ftw rners. 
But speaking of men --you know all about Mr. Oa- 
trander? If you don't, I have a lovely bit of goedp 
for you, — a kind of Mvres sped men, veiy rare. I 
like to gosdp in Hannoothi It Is eoosldersd so on* 
intdlectud." 

** I knew that there was some hope of Mr. Os- 
iranaer s reooveiy. jlvib removea ner anas irom 
Coy's neck, and took up her diarood. ** Fathcf 
add so this wedc. I have heard nothing dse." 

•« You didn't know tiMit he was Ib HaiBonthr '* 

"Intfanwuth?" 
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AtIs, tfafln's oi^y one littie matter that tronblea 
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Aite, mooTeflqg flie ipliiiizi looked interroga^ 
<*II to Baibaim AOen^i emto.'* 
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NOW and tlieii a featoro, an attitode, an aooentf 
geto a mathematical hold of our imaginations, 
as tu lemored as to poesibto ttom the lesthetic or 
magnetio way, jet more imperions tlian either ; IUeo 
the pattern of the wall-paper in the room whidi has 
known some tragedy or ecstasy of oar lives. We 
'dt enchained by a trick of speech in the man we 
hate, or the cut of the brow in the creators we 
despise, the ahadow under the lip of the stranger 
we neither expect nor care to meet again, or the 
glance of the friend in whose broken Ihith eternity 
ooold not tempi as to confide. These thiqgs ha^ 
pen as the comets march and coonteimareh, by tows 
deeper than, thoogh apparently sabsenient to, ca- J 
price. -^ 

Somethiiiig of thto sort occurred to Philip Os- 
tiander as he toy throufl^ ihe tong September days 
in Stratfixd Alton's Inznrioos guest-room, wooing, 
mors skwly than mi|^t hare been expected of hto 
youth and health, an escaping soul to ranain in a 
nmtilalsd bo^jr* He had been rtrj near death. 
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or tlilif thoQC^ no one had told him so, he wee 

fldly Awara. He had enlisted in a reddeas temper, 

Kke— who can eoont how nwny other yonng men? 

.% /I to whom the war offered the qddcest and moat ind- 

* I I aire road to a gloriooa aolntion of ingloriooa per- 

1 1 eonal difflcnltiea. 

Oatrander had the refractittg, not the abaorbing 
naloie, in whidi ambition kindlea under emotion, 
like the maple-leaf, whose heaft the antomn aedca 
earliest, and earliest deserts. A keen passion like 
Tsnity, a atrong one like lore, or a subtle one like 
ttiat of immediate personal sway, transilgnro the 
TCSolTe of such a nature, only so long aa they may 
Ibcaa upon it. He would have felt himself humili- 
ated to own to another man how impossible he had 
Ibond it to dedicate to a science of which he be- 
Hered himself to be enthusiastically appreciative, the 
life whidi a woman'a foot had bruised. Yet he 
Mt no mora degradation in admitting thia to him- 
•elf than he did at adndtdng the beating of Ida 
lieart. Peihapa we may say he made aa little reaist- 

smoetoit. 

The position re s e r ve d ibr hfan in Harmouth Col- 
lege ceaaed to possess those elements of attractkm 
which he conaidefed conditiona of aucoess Ibr him- 
adf in any thing, aa aoon aa he Ibond himaelf oom- 
pdled to undertake it in teeth of the predae espe- 
rfenoe awaiting the man who haa to a4ftt>t the hunger 
of a atioag nature to tim flunine of a denied love. 
nia, aa he aasonsdt was the DmiII of Ua tsmpesa- 
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ment. He yielded to it aa he would to a distaste 
for a poem or a pie. 

The world was wide.' A Harmouth prolbaaorsliip 
waa not an undue part of it. One man would 
answer about as well as another to fill any mould, 
unless, perhaps, the chalicea of lifb ; and it could 
hardly be said that the vdna of his nataro throbbed 
with sacramental wine, only a serviceable, aecular 
brand. It was, indeed, ho thought, indicative of a 
nanx>w, if not an arrogant fhncy, to suppose that it 
made much difference, in (he end, who undertook 
any given little portion of the work of Ids age : 
these jxHitbibl entlinsiasms were intcrdmngeablo.' 
If ho were ahot, thcro would be one indifferent 
geologist less in the world, possibl}* one grieving 
woman more. lie had momenta in whidi he had 
dared bclie\'e that she would mourn Ibr him. He 
found these inexpressibly and mj-sticall}' sweet. 
Regret in a nature like hern might eaaily turn into 
tenderness, when* her bcautiftil, fleroc maidenliood 
was forever aaib fWrni ita encroadunent. Death 
would not be a costly price to- pay Ibr that aubtle 
and constraining masteo* of her soul whidi repent- 
ant grief and \irgin widowhood would give him. I 
Nay, the barren chance of thia aecmcd worth Ihr 
bitterer than a soldier's flito. There would be a few 
robust iih^-sical pangs, more or less, pcrhapa the- 
inevitable homeaickneaa to be expected at fint from 
enteriqg an unknown lilb, the rdief oonaequent 
upon leaving one with which be waa at pceaeot thor- 
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OQfl^ disntisfled/ then the wide speoes and ft^ 
thuKCB of m Bpixiinal economy in which to make 
Us nature worthy of approadi to hers, as, by an in- 
stinct deeper than the rererent hnmility of newly- 
awakened kyre, he felt that it was not likely to be- 
come, in the conditions of this. For Ostrandcr 
bdierod in another life. FUlcen^ycars ago, ai^ 
educated youQg man did not find it absolatdy im-! 
peratire to doubt the immortality of his own soul. 
He had, therefore, — for it was thus that he loved 
this woman, with all the strength and the weakness, 
with the heights and the depths, of his nature,— 
0Oiie into the anny, moved by a profound and intel- 
ligent hope that he might never come out of it. 

When, however, the shot strudc, ho had grappled 
with death as manAilly as most life-sick 3'oung crca- 
tores do, if given the chance ; for, as he fell, his 
■Ivor's horn toppled over on him. It was the 
fltrqggle oooMquent on the effort to five himself 
Ihm so hkleous a death, rather than the wound (not 
jhi ftsdf deadly), which had made the nature of his 
periL The pierced lung was badly bruised. 

Thraqgh the sultry days and cooling nights in 
wUch the 6rst breath of autumn crept, his mind had 
•Cfared sfaiggishly towards the posittons in whidi 
deafli had met it ffis medical tiainiQg tohl Um 
that thia was his most hopelhl lymptom, and one to 
be Ibstefed. He yidded himself peaceltally to the 
Bttta eddies of a sidc-itMn existence. He woukl 
fesf# bMB iM to ftqCBt tiMt the irtMla loond wetU 
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was not bounded by the daintOy-decorated , scented, 
and soothing spot in whidi his recoveiy met him. 
He would haje been glad to foiget that then was fl-J^ 
any other woman in the worM than this excellent '^n^ 
sister of a good feOow when kingly hospitality waa {'^ ( S 
likely to save his lift. He experienced a peculiar ^^' ~' 
ecnn of nlief tn the prewnce of a simple feminine 
natun lending itself to then delicate cares with 
whidi ho felt himnlf sumundod unobtrusively, as 
he was with the pale, ood pearl-Unt of the walls, 
the sckict cqgravi^gs, the luxurious knidc-knadcs of 
the toilet or the mcdidne-tabfe, the exquisite servin 
of his breakftst, or the pattern of ferns on the kce,' 
to whidi the Venethin blinds lent a sttllhsive wood- 
land tint. 

Awaking one morning, several days alter his re- 
turn to Harmouth, ftom the state of semi-consdous 
exhaustion into which the hot Journey had thrown 
* him, he had been made aware of a distinct and new 
nnsation of optical pleasure. For the first time, he 
percdved within the hasy lighting and shadii^of the 
room a nft outline upon which his eye wandered, 
. rested, and remained, with the wMe, blind Impuln 
of a baby's on a sunbeam. It was the outline of a 
woman's nedc. 

It was a delicate ne^, of not too muscular nor yet 
too Ibn a curve; of the aendtive lUmen which ao- 
companies umber tinU In tho hair, eyea, and brow. 
The faahr waa brushed well up lh» It, lingering i«- 
hMtaot^ in UtHe liiuea, of which It was difflonit to 



168 



THB 8TORT OF ATI8. 



express the images of endcariDeiit that they pro- 
sented inTolantarilj to the mind, as it is difficult 
to esploin those which we receive ftom tendrils or 
ftxmi the shadow of tendrils upon a ripe leaf. Thrown 
high over a comb, two or three curls fell, k«ning 
Ugfatly, and jielding with an almost iropcroeptil le 
stir to the motions of the wearer's breath. 

The sick man's fimcy had ftom that time foand 
itself cnrioosl}*, but not nngnitcflill^', subject to the 
outline of those carls ; porsaing it idly in his weak- 
est hoars, with interest in his stronger ones ; tracing 
the exact coarse of a lock that defied him like the 
pattern of an old lace ; watching for the resamption 
of certain broad lights or warm shadows that he saw 
jvstcrday ; disoppointcd if they did not re-appear ; 
ncrroosly frctftil sometimes if he could not nndeiv 
stand why, when she turned her head, one curi would 
lUl, and another only nestle closer to its pkoe ; bosy 
BOW and then in patting them into imaginary order 
npoB his finger. He once heard a celebrated beauty 
■ay, that. If she coald possess but one physical attnuy • 
tioa, H should be that of pliant and abundant hair. 

•* Jlias Boibara," he had said one day, ** do yoa 
efcr arrange yoor hair in any other way?" 

** Do you not like it?" she answered, taming her 
neck slowly. She generaUy sat with her proflls to- . 
wards liim. 

" Amadngly/' 

** Does it have a nermoos eflbct oo yon in any way, ' 
— >to see tlM enila tj^ I mean? I can chaoga H if 
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"Itdoesnotamioymeintheleast Botlshould 
Bke to see it ehanged— for once," he demanded, ia 

the idly autocratic tone of the spoiled oouTalesccnt. 
"Certainly," said Daibara. "I wffl do it up 

plainly some day, if you wish. I will tiy and ro- 
member it." 

But she never did, it chanced, remember it. 

Certainly there never was a better nurse than Bar- 
bara Allen, —soft of step, and quiet of dress ; sure of 
the ri^t word at the right time, 3-et mistress of long 
Mknccs; never taxing a weak and wearied attention 
with dmttcr about her china, yet capabte of bringing 
the English brcakfost-tca in a lotus-lcaf , and the las 
water In a iJond-Uly ; competent to ac^ust the cotor 
of the doy\cy to the prevalUng tint of one's supper ; 
throwing an atmosphere of domestic flnnkncss about 
a homeless man when her brother was in the loofii • 

Just bnishcd In his absence by a poised reserve ; per. 
ecptivoof the predsemoment when speedi Is a strain, 
and siknoo an oppression, and a song of Sdiubert's, 
touched in the twilight, should sUr like a spirit 
through the quiet house ; ftdl of those delicate and 
pictorial rosooroes of which returning strength is 
teast likely to become oi^;rateflilly critical. 

'* Yoa have been so kind to me ! " sakl Ostiander, 
the day that he took his first step Into the cool haU, 
•nd she drew out the whito Unen ottoman Ibr hfan 
mm the direct drought, and took the cricket at his 
fcet, there beli« no other seat there Ibr her, ~ «« so 
Und, that ft MBBM a «ort of radeness or alkotatkNi 
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for me toapren a gratltade tbat miist only deepen 

with time/* 

«*Stnitfoid and I afe §0 gladl'' said Barbara 
warmlj. «* It is the only very visible way we have 
had open to ns of doing oar little share for the mek 
irho sro imperilling their lires for ns. The obligation 
Is an on oar side, Mr. Ostrander. And yoa have 
been sodi adelightitally romantio in^-alid, it has been 
like baring a poem or a story alive in one's own 
hoQse. How do yoa thhilc we are going to get along 
on plain prose when yon are gone? " 

ft* Shall yoa miss mc? " sslcod Ostrander, leaning 
badi npon the white ottoman, and watdiing her 
dreamily. It was a graeefhl pose she had npon the 
cridcot ; and the low wind was basy with her hair. 
Barbara lifted her brown eyes ; but they fell, and 
•ho sold nothing. She was content to be watdied 
like that. Wliy spoil an innocent plcssore by taDc- 

ii«? 
"So mndi?" continued Ostrander in a lower 

tone, daspli« his hands behind his head, and bring- 
ing his lips together nnder his bright beard. " I 
don't know hot it is worth a man's being shot, to 
be first oorod, and then missed— so." • 

Kow, as Ostrander coold never have sat with 
downcast eyes listening to his own voice, its eilbci 
eoidd hardly have been a measurable tldng with hfan. 
And then he was very grateibl, and at that moment 
he was filled with the tender flood of letumiqg Ufli -• 
•ad Baibora hanpsasd to be tlMve* 
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Tea, to which, for the first time, Ostrander stsg« 
gored down, was late that night. Boibara always 
waited tea for her brother. Stratford Allen, who had 
failed to develop that naturally superior manner to 
be expected of the business-man who is known to 
' have endowed a nniversity, came in with, perhaps, 
an unwonted toadi of his habitual, modest, sad re- 
serve. When Barbara asked him why he was so late, 
he said he had been at the treasurer's office. 

«« Did yon ask IVofessor l>obell about those Ger- 
man books for his department? " asked Barbara. 

** Yes : I stopped at his house a moment," ssid her 
brother, coming up to give his cordial hand to Os- 
trander. ** I think you had better run over thero to- 
morrow, Barbara. Miss Avis has got hurt rowing." 

«<Ohl Much hurt? — Mr. Ostrander, not in the 
draught, please : take this chair." 

'* Nothing serious, I hope; but a troublesome 
bruise. Slie was pulling her boat in throng a 
heavy sea, and brought her thumb between the 
rode and the bows somehow. She msde U^^t of it ; 
but it will cripple her for a while, I am alMd. — Os- 
trander, how pleasant this is ! Shall I hdp yon to 
the voy last hucklebeiiy that was to be found In 
Newlgngknd?" 

After tea, Ostrander said that he wished to try a 
step or two upon the piaasa. Stratford oljected ; 
but Barbara oakl it was her rale that sidi people 
(of a^y thing beyond a common-school education) 
sliould be altownd to do as thqr Ukid. She 
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op to Urn with arose-lmd in one liand and Ids over* 
€0«t in another, — hie winter coat : Baibara's lightest 
nentiment had a eafflcientlj practical ballast. She 
pinned in the roecy a plump, hot-hoose bad of a 
stoidy color; one long sinuous curl fell OTsr it. 
Oatrandcr drew his ftirred lappd over the flower 
with an esqoislte motion whidi an artist or novelist 
would not have wasted upon any thing less than 
a Madonna Ifly. With his peculiar tenderness of 
touch, and with his eyes fixed upon her, he folded it 
aiowfy against his heart. 

** As if it had been — a woman,'' thought Bar- 
bara with a discreet vagueness of imagination. 
Barbara had a high respect for a man who could 
receive a flivor of hers with a grace so princely. 
But she didnotwishshewere that rose. Ostrander, 
atllltouddng his coat with a certain gentleness, crept 
out into the rapidly chilling air. 

He had come out to try his strength. He meant 
to know for himself about that hurt hand. He 
enwled aloog with a suppressed fierceness when he 
Ibnnd how weak he was. The fat roee-bud slipped 
and ML He did not see it, and stepped on it twice 
te crossing the plassa-fioor. 

It was inq[NMs[bls to liave better intentionB than 
flimi CUoe's, wlien any member of the fluni^ was by 
Dlness or otherwise thrown defencekesly upon them. 
IRh&m Aria had been for three days incqiacitated 
te woik I7 her little aookient, aunt ChkM resolntely 
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took lier sewing, and went to find her. It was non- 
sense to bo moping ont there like a chilled blue-Jay. 
Avis must be entertained. Tlie first condition of 
recovery, wore it flvm a brdcen thumb or a broken 
head, aunt Chloe hehi, was to be got out of one's 
aelf. And, in the nature of tilings, we find those 
people to be sclf-abeorbed who are not occupied in 
our own particular forms of benevolence, precisely 
as we find thoee irreligious who are not of our own 
especial iUth. The main trouble with Avis, aunt 
Chkw reasoned, was, that she did not go out of her- 
self. 

What if slie could not paint for a week or two? A 
sokUer's box could be padccd, at all events a Uar- 
mouth soup-ticket could be distributed with any 
energetic left hand. It may be that aunt Chloe'a 
stout impulse, like that of many another outfiowing 
heart, sometimes struck nearer to a truth than the 
ridier but kss objective fancy. 

But. Avis in the orchard, fiung upon the short 
Septemtier grass with her Raskin and Hawthorne, 
and Mrs. Jameson, and other resources not so im- 
niediate\y telling upon the needs of the age as the 
Boup-lickots, responded to aunt Qdoe's sympathy 
with the assurance that she was not in pain, and Itally 
occupied, and hoped to be at wotk again in at most 
afintni^t. 

«* I hope so, my dear, Fm sure,** sakl annt Chkie, 
laborioosly seating herself beside her, and unrolling 
apadki^ of roetaplgraloal aUrta; ''Ibrllmnst be 



] 



174 



iwnr or a/tm 



i7$ 







I 



wmaA wmtfrn 4wMi wia^ Ui4 Art«0 #%Miu4 
t J ^ flMvirf^^ |i^|iv. hm 0imid mi mA fii^ Uti 

ftM^«HMte7. ftibt f(iM4 if« wuf juw vicii • isM4 4^ 

laK) it 491m, *'^ f <k«ir*t i;AiMV Uit tU«c i» • |«^«v 
4nBwiiitu»«MxiktQiit.fl(flUr«Ul. f lmv< Umv U^Hiiwo^ 

•ec liw >iiv 0K :g!Oiuf M> mor^ m< time MimUv. i 
:<k> M^ vi4i ip fl|iOflk «f «ucii mu^Asn ntl m^v au^ 

..^MbidlM^ VHHMMll^r mmm^, friuoii Avk. iii nil W /^ 
' itfc, sevv jQHMHiUviHl U>\mw mi«m iMkoci in tiik 

jMHit to mmKn.'' 

'' jKn,*" Mid iLvkjtoii^ii , witli tlie jwrfMt\« In 
Imp telky iHK Imp tmckr tue u^ommi^ ^ mi 
piMWlioii fHiMb kiiirttwtai liMMidA. in* wUieli I0 



i 



. 



176 



THB BTOBT OF AYIB. 



** No, aimtio, I do not expect to many." 
** In a certain way," replied aant Chloe with graTa 
hoaitatioo, " that is the way a woman should feel. 
f had reibfled yoor nndo twice before I thought of 
maniage. I am glad yon preserve so much mod- 
caiy aboQt sndi matters. Young girls now-a-days 
are generally so different 1 Of course, no lady will 
crer allow herself to become interested in a gentle- 
man tin he has positircly sought her in marriage." 

Aunt Chloe rolled up her work as she uttered this 
lint and great commandment, upon whidi all the law 
and prof^xsts of womanhood hung, with the serene 
dignity whIdi only an absolute inability to conceive 
of two sides to a question can give. What n lady 
OQ^t not, that, of course, a lady never did. It was 
acarody necessary to remind any niece of hers of 
that. But annt Chloe had almost a sense of immod- 
esty in having spoken, as she had felt it her duty to 
do, to Avis. Marriage was not a thing for women 
to chatter about. But equally it was not the thing 
for women deliberately to put themselves beyond the 
reach of that honorable institution, which, wo must 
admit, was ordained of Almighty God, and neccs- 
aaiy to weak-minded man. And, when a poor moth- 
erless girl had readied the ago of twenty-six without 
mnj apparent approdaiion of this flust, it was dearly 

the duty of somebody to remind her, with that dellcaqr 
bekMigIng to the dd-tlme broediog, of the mistaken 
and imdeslraUo podtkm into which she was drifting 
•' ypt," said annt Chtoa, hastmiiiy to a virtooos 
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qualification of- her unwonted indiseraHon,— *'not 
that a maiden lady cannot lire a veiy oseltal and un- 
selfish life, my dear. I have known many instances. 
•But I think 3fo«, Avis, would be hi^er in the mar- 
ried state ; and so I thought I would take an oppor- 
tunity to caution you a little. You seem to be so 
mbsorbed in that painting, that somebody most think 
for you. And now Coy has gone, and Barbara wiL 
soon follow, 3*ou will bo left very much alone. I can- 
not deny that I fed aomo anxiety for yoor fiitore." 

** Thank yoo, auntie," said Avis again. A dull 
sense of disturbance mingled with her surprise at 
aunt Chloe's unprecedented expresskm of Ibding. 
She was ghid when the last gusset was rolled away, 
and Julia called to adc if ahe shonkl scald over the 
marmalade. 

She wandered away restlessly, when annt Chloe 
had gone, throq^^ the orchard, over the meadow, 
across the field. She crushed the criq> grass idly._ 
The brown butterflies drded over her head ; and the \ 
grasshoppers rose and fell in Ihdr short aotomn riot, i 
which lends almoot a pathos to a creature that la 
altcmatdy repolslve and absord, as the throb of 
any ephemeral life most do in its kst delight. Avis 
watdied them with a sodden, i^roe envy ! tb^ 
die of the Utter ftoet; hot ^ had leaped 
aommersun. '^^)^r .--v.*-^ 

She stopped — firom a finding too HI defined to be 
oaDed e porpoee, perhapa hard^ eoDedooa enoi^ 
to be named aa In^Qlee— at the spot wlisra she had 
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last seen and qiokcn with Philip Ostrander. It was 
broad, white September noon. The narrow shadow 
crept citNiehing agoinst the feet of the atone wall. 

The direct touch of the snn fell gratefhilj ; for the 
morning had been chill. There was a rising, but as 
jct nnagitated wind, wliich appealed to, but did not 
atir, the purple heart of the sea morning-glories that 
vprang iWmi the sand across the wall. The water 
bad the snpcriative and unmated meaning of a Sep- 
tember sea. The near waves broke wccdless and 
kindling, dean to the heart's core, like a nature 
bamt holj with a consecrated paadon. All the 
oolors of the tide and of the store compelled 
attention, as if one must create a vocabulaiy to 
express them, as if one straggled to saj-, A bkzing 
brown, a Joyous gray, a restless green, a reticent 
red, a something never seen before: in every tint 
there was a subtle contradiction. The life and 
death of the 3'car wrestled upon the face of the 
water- The whole harbor looked to Avis like some 
laige soul, in which a conflict old as lime, and young 
as hope« and eternal as nature, and sad as fate, was 
impending. By and by the harbor, too, must fVceze. 

A pace or two down the wall, two little stunted 
t^pmecM grew,— sparse, wind-beaten things, shiver- 
ing away flom the sea with the toudiing action of all 
trees opon an eastcriy shore. Avis, stepping aloQg 
to help herself up by the assistance of their shrink- 
ing bnmdies, climbed the stone wall, and stood 
for a moment between them, kwUag aoroaa the 
tOttf and down* 
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In her idn lithe length there, a perfect panel 
against the sky and sea, she was still standing, 
when she heard her name spoken nndcr breath ; and 
immediately the speaker added, — 

** Do not move, I pray 3'ou ; do not even turn 
your head Just this moment." 

Neither starting nor stirring, without comment or 
inquiry, she obeyed. Perhaps her breath came with 
some swiftness ; for she seemed to sway a veiy little 
in standing. In her pale straw-colored sununcr dress, 
she lodcod like a delicate ikime, slender, and ascend- 
ing against the sky. 

Still without turning, she gently said, — 

** This is long enough, I think, Mr. Ostrander.'* 

"Is it? Are you tired? Ah! Well, I am self- 
ish. I would have kept you there much longer. 
Well, then, if you must. Shall I help yon down? *' 

Then she turned. Slowly, like a statue on its 
pivot, she cirdcd towards him between the dark 
lines of the two trees, and slowly opened her grave 
eyes upon his fiiee. 

Feriiaps she was not thinking that he would be so 
sorely changed. It was so long since she had seen 
him 1 Silence had been heavy l^ctween them, and 
the shadow of death had ovcriiung. In aU the 
strain of this summer she had thrust herself bade 
upon her own quivcringly-polsed imagination — a 
terrible companion. Upon the battlo-fifld, beneath 
the diot, within the blazing hospital, upon the 
■coroUng JooriMy, and at the door of death, ahe 
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bad followed Um as ooo follows ofor cff, exdmn- 
ging the tenor of that which is for the honor of that 
which may be* Ilcr mind had not been at any time 
laggard in its appidiension of the fact that he lay* 
at a stone's throw ftom her, grappling with life, 
and that another woman rendered liim the tender 
ofllees of IHendship and of compasdon. 

But her pictorial instinct, cnieUy loyal to her 
tins for, had foiled her at last. This fooe, (Aiv, 
which he lifted to her now, haggard and gray, tense 
with that enforced patience, so foreign to a man, that 
a woman instinctively ganges the extent of his phy- 
sical soiTering by his acquisition of it, — against 
this, her saddest vision had not fortified her. 

Astrooonqr happened upon a beantifol and signifi- 
cant phrase when it gave us ** energy of position,'* 
and meant us to nnderstand by it that certain sepa- 
lated bodies are for apart, with great qpaces to travel 
to leadi eaidi other. f 

At that one moment the energy of position between 
dicae two seemed an immcasonble thing. Avis, 
pcffaapa boeanse she had Jost obeyed him in standing 
still to be looked at, had turned a little coldly. 
Where alie stood high upon the wall, her health and 
youth and color seemed to cut themsdves like axticB- 
hite woids before his eyes. He, upon the side of the 
•mmtmMng field, CTanied weakly towards her. lie 
was si iatter ed as a bnken cohnnn. For that mo- 
tiiey looked aleadi^ and aHentfy upon ons 
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Then slowly, fortively as an unadmowledged 
motive or a rebel fancy, there crept over her fooe a 
change. It was the marvellous and magnificent 
change wrought upon a woman's foce only by that 
oompasrion which steals a regent to the palace where 
Love the King has been dethroned. Nothing is 
more beantifol, because nothing is more womanly, , 
than that subsidence of the muscles, that quiver of 
the nerves, that Undling of color, and luminooa 
entreaty of the eye. 

The yooi^ man held his breath before It, stirred 
with a perfectly new and daring hope. He felt, that, 
had he come to her again in the power of hia nuuH^ 
hood, ho might again have gone as he came. Itwaa 
his physical ruin and helplessness whidi appealed to 
the strength in her. He would have died to see that, 
lip of hcra tremble so — for him. Now he saw it— 
and lived. He had exchanged nothing but a shot 
lung and life-long feebleness — for heaven. He drew 
a weak step nearer to her, and held out his arms. 

She wavered for an instant The mondng-glory 
behind her, across the wall, wavered as mudi in the 
now rising wind. Then,with akyw,inailiGnlateci7i 
she stretdwd both hands down towards him. 

He took them, and she slid down foom the well, 
and stood beside Um. She did not oAsr to remove 
h3r hands. He thoogjit she waa unoonsckms of his 
touch, for she had not yet taken that broken, piteous 

look ttom his fooe. 
•*Ohl*' sfaesaidindistine^y. «>IdidnottfalBk— 

Idldnotknow" — 
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my lonely, haTing so fbw resooroes as yoa do. I 
came out because I tlioa^t it bad for joa to be so 
mtich akme." 

** Thank yon, anntie/* said Avis in a sincere lone, 
closing tier book. 

*« How odd all this is about Mr. Ostrander and Bar- 
bam! '* licgan annt Chloe, carelhllj fitting a gusset. 
• (Why was it, that it always made Avis frantic to see 
annt Chkie fit gussets?) *• It is the last thing I 
should have thong^t of. Should you have thought 
of it?" 

«'Periiaps not," said Avis; «« but it is rery nat- 
ural." 

**I hope, for her sake, it will prove a bonAjIde en* 
gagement," buued annt Chloe: *< it will be so awk- 
ward Ibr her otherwise 1 Tbou^ it isn't a dioice I 
ahould have made Ibr Mr. Ostrander. I sent him 
some nasturtiums this morning. Avis, let me see 
that hand once more. I don't understand why yon 
ahouU lock so Ihggcd out over it." 

** A little hurt sometimes causes a good deal of 
pain," aaid Avis rather wearily • She threw herself 
back upon the brown grass, and dosed her eyes 
while annt ChkM talked. It iiked her, this enlbrced 
hi le a ess, mora than she oouki remember to have 
been Irked by any thing since she sai cutting oul 
■ighi-dothes with aunt Chkie, on the dinii^-room 
I' table, at sixteen. Just now, it seemed as imperative 
I' Id be bo^, as actkm to the swimmer ; and her eflbrts 
lo esdrnqge hor palette fiv her books had been pur> 
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poadcss and spasmodic, like the motions of the sick 
ing. She seldom read while she was at work, and 
could recall many a sketch which had been ruined 
ty the morning paper. She could not set the fiie 
of creation to boiling the tea-kettle of acquisition. 
Especially had this experience pnn-ed untimcl}- and 
unmcrdAil. There seemed to be great spaces in her 
nature, into which she neither cared nor dared to 
^ look, and wliich the events of the stunmcr had imper- 
ceptibly enlaigcd, like the boundaries of a conquer- 
ing country. She found herself now with a kind of 
terror thrust into them against her will. 

<' My dear," said aunt Chloe with unwonted ab- 
'ruptness, fokling the gusset, however, before she 
kid it down, *« I don't know but there is a provi- 
dence in this acddent, after all. I have been troubled 
about you for a long time. It is always a pity for a 
woman to become dc|wndent upon any exdtcment 
outsido of the sphere to whidi she must, of oourw, in 
tbe end, mUoat herself. And really, Aiis, I don't 
see how you are going to many in that stodk>. I 
do not wish to speak of such matters with any in- 
delicate freedom," added annt Chkw with her oki- 
jfrishioncd womanJIy reserve, which A^is, in all her . 
lifo, never remembered to have seen broken in this 
way before ; ** but of course, my dear, you will ex* 
p^ct to many." 

'* No," sakl Avis gently, with the perfectly hope* 
kss fteling one has under the neoesdty of an ex- 
planation which kinfllineas ^^^^inift but which is 
sure to be on^ a deepeniqg nmterr to the auditor. 



t84 



THB 8TOBT OF AYIB. 



^^ 



V 



«iid« patting out one hand opon her ahooldery sank 
■lowly to the groand. 

•• Oh I " the cried, ^'Ihave hurt joa!" 

** No, oh, no I Hash I Yoa have healed me. I 
am well. Only let me rest a minute, till my breath 
oomes." He leaned panting against the wall, under 
Hm acant shade of the storm-tormented spruce. 

**OhI I have hurt you," she repeated, kneeling 
beside hhn. ** What can I say? Is there any thing 
that I can do?" 
N She had melted into a gentleness under which he 

felt his head spin giddily. There was a suppressed, 
appealing accent in her toIco whi^ he had never 
beards it was fldnt as the first golden outline of 
land to one long in mid-ocean. lie put his head 
back, and closed his eyes. lie would not for life's 
sake, Just then, have seen more than that mistily 
tbiobttog boundary. It was as much as he could 
bear. If this was her pity, what would her tender- 
ness be? 

When he had grown a little stronger, he turned, 
and ailently looked at her. Already upon her rested 
thai Indefinable change, on the hither side of which, 
when once it has toudied her, all time cannot put 
a woman's fhoe. In yielding her confession, she 
■efmcd already to have yielded some Impalpable 
portkm of her personality. In the words of the okl 
atoiy of ddvalry, ** her soul hod gone out of her." 
Her blinding consckmsness of having taken the thrst 
•tep In a road which led to some Indffined but Im* 
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peratlve surrender of her nature had an eflbot npoo 
' her incslculable to one Ihmiliar only with a simpler 
typo of woman. She did not look subdued, only 
startled. And, when he reverently extended his thin 
hand again towards her, she shrank, with widening, 
fear-stricken eyes. 

Just-then Ostrander thought her beaotiftal tenor / 
of him more predous than her love. 

He did not press any expression of his feeliqg 
upon her, and they sat quite still, and the live noon 
pulsated about them. 

Ftosently she said tremulously, — 

** You are so weak ! And you walked across this 
long fickl: how will you ever got back? I am 
troubled ihat you came." 

** I can go anywhere," said Ostrander in an in« 
toxicated tone, ** do any thiog. I can go the worid 
over ; for you will go with me." 

He turned to her, leaning his head upon one wan 
hand on wliich the sunlight drew out the veins. She 
turned away. She could not Just then say the word 
which would darken sun, moon, and stars in the feoe 
of a man who looked like that. Her own grew tense 
andpindied. 

* «« But still, as you say," said Ostrander, —whether 
wilflilly or not unconscious of this movement,—** I 
am not yet very strong. Indulge me. Let mo hear 
you say once more — I'll not ask for it but ones 
to-day — that you are afirald you knre me." 

•*OhlI am aftakl I knreyoul llMnvhnriir' 
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She 9pnog to her feet, patting her finger on her own 
lips. 

" And can joa not lore mo without being aihdd ? " 

She shook her head, her ejes beginning to wander 
fimm tide to side. 

"Botwhj?" 

**I do not know. 'I am made ao/' defiantly. 
** Let me go. Let us go now — home, aomewhcre. 
Oh, I foiget ! I am cruel." She broke into a peni- 
tent tenderness. ** Are 3'oa rested ? Can jou walk 
aoflirjet? Can you go?" 

**One moment." Ostrander rose feebly, and 
stood beside her. IM startling pallor burned as 
marble does if thrust into the AiU sun, as if it were 
lighted, not from without, but ftom within. lie 
foklcd his anus with the resolute action of a man 
who thinks that is the saibst thing to do with them, 
before he said, — 

**Toa will not leave me, I think — to^ay — like 
this. I am almost too sick a man yet to be left — 
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** Do you appeal to my pity? " she fiashed, draw- 
ing a step bade. 

** No. I appeal to your love." 

The scorching color slowly rose, lighted, sped, 
llred her fhoe, brow, and neck : when he saw it, he 
knew that he had never seen her blush before. She 
ffnifd to stand imprisoned by that blush, as if it 
had been a physical paralysis or pain. 

««llj km," aha sakl under her breath,— ••«y 
lofwl Doyouknowtowhatyouarsappeding?*' 
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' ** Hardly, —yet," said Ostrander deliriously. «« I 
am not strong enough to know to-day. I only ask 
that 3*oa will give me the right to know another day 
— to-morrow — when you will. Is it too much to 
ask?" 

She made as if she would have spoken some im- 
petuous word ; but a glance at him restrained her. 
lie was trembling hea\ily, and his breath had visibly 
shortened. He looked very ill. Her heart Icapec* 
with the deep maternal yeaniing over suflbri^g that 
is more elemental in women than the j'caming of 
maiden or of wilb. Had he s|iokcn no wonl of that 
other love to her, she could have gathered his fiiint 
Ihoo in her arms, and brooded ottsr it with leaning 
diock and sobbing voice; but tills other, this en- 
croaching, appalling love, which she felt in herself, / 
as* yet, only as the iircsenco of a i-agno, oiganio 
dread, — for this, nature gave licr no speech nory 
language but the instinct of flight Yet flight now 
would be either coquetry or cruelty, and of both she 
was incapable." 

** I will see 30U," she sakl after a moment's grave 
silence — *^ yes, I will see you again." 

Ostrander was sensitively consckms that her trans- 
parent honesty cook! not wrest even ftom her oom- 
passlon A distinct mortgage to his now blindiog 
hope. But be folt himself aa. phydcally unequal to 
emluring Just then any poasibk) dcprcarion of that 
hope, as ho was to yiekUng any larger aUowanoe of 
the seaal bveath with wh&oh he must oonpass thai 
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doabtedly, Bftrimn ooold play open mosio for him 
down Btain; but meanwhile, who was to rab the 
poor fcUow'f feet? or exert an anthoritative infla- 
ence In the qocstion of wet or dry heat in an attack 
of pain? 

And now that ho had really gone back to tha 
coUego (too soon, as it had dearly proved), she 
cookl anrely take hhn in hand without any disconrtcay 
to the AUena. Aont Chloe's hospitality expiesscd 
Itself with tlio touch of dignity, which, though it 
makes acceptance easy, leaves .denial graccAil. She 
dW not press the matter, when Ostrander, growing 
stronger with the hcaiily cooling e^-cning, said only 
that it was best for him to go; and ho returned to 
his oM qnartcrs, upon which he held some lien by 
coortesy until his health shonld admit of a definite 
settlement of his rcktion to the univereity. 

Avis was hi her room when his carriage drove up, 
and did not come down. She had presented herself 
throogh the day only so much as was necessaiy to 
pfevent remark. She hovered about him distantly. 
In her eyes smouldered a dangerous light. ' When 
oooe thqr had been left for a fisw minutes ak>no 
together, as the afternoon shadow was stoopii^ to 
the stndy-floor, she had flmned hhn oonsdentkNisly, 
to be sore; but she had not broken byabroath,tho 
cxpresriTO silenee wUdi settled like a thhd pcnon* 
•M^^^^^thcm, lie did not watch her, but by 
with ckMsd eyes: he perceiv e d the shlnbig of her 
wflsl, tha iUnt aoeaft flom her dross and 
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hahr. When aunt Chloe came In, she Mi his pulse 
anxiously, and said she had given him too laige a 
dose of the elderbeny>wine. 

For that next day he left her to herself. And for 
yet another he stood aflur off ftom a stnigglo upon 
Whidi he felt It undiivalric to urge, mora than need 
Inevitably be, the appeal of his physical wreck and 
disordered Aituro. Upon the third day he came, 
leaning upon John Rose's aim. Rose had found 
him down the street, crawling along home. But 
John Rose had an appointment with a lady, and 
would not come in. 

Aunt Chloe stood In the hall with her bonnet onl 
She was going to a xcry special female praj'cr-meet- 
In^ (of which far be It ftom me to speak sccpti- 
call}'),' appointed to ftvthcr the discontinuance of 
the war. And the professor would not rotum ftom 
the lecture-room tiU after the Alpha Delta Fhl dln« 
ner, whidi wonU bo a late (and d3*8peptic) aflSdr. 
Aunt Chloe thought the parlor too damp for llr. 
Ostrander, and would send Avis Into the stndy. 

He went In, and awaited her with audi nerve as 
he oould command : he would not have turned his 
transparent hand over dther way upon his chance, 
lie waited what seemed an Immeaaurable, and really 
was rflther a cruel time. 

When at last she came In, down the long, sunlit* 
home-like room, between the rows of books, he 
was shodced to see the traoea of a slesphMS and 
loyless stmHl* that aha boro. 
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He met her with some indistinct, impetooos word 
of endcflimcnt, and drew her beside him upon the 
old-miihoganj sofa. 

** Yon saffcr 1 " he cried, with the helpless bewil- 
derment of the strongest man before the nature ofm 
strong woman. '* I woald moke yon so happy ; and 
I haTe made yon miserable 1 Why do yon f offer? " 

He held her fhst now by the delicate crossed* 
wrists. She lifted her tender fiice. 

** I soffer," she said, '* becanse I lore yoa.** 

•'OhI iBthaitiU?*' 

*' I ncTcr loTcd any other man. I did not know 
iHiot it was like.'' 

She gently drew her hands away, and folded them 
one into the other. ^ 

««Andwhatisitlike7 Canyon tell me?" 

One might haTe said of Ostrandcr's voice at that 
moment, what was said once, and said peribctfy, of 
BHisic that it was " love in seardi of a word." 

«« It is like— death," said the woman skmfy, with 
ft deepening shade on every feature. 

**Then," said the yoong man Ui^tfy, **I aap 
MMly to die." 

But he was sorry to have mode her smile so ; Ibr 
her smile did not enoooroge Um. 

•• It is dvO war," she said. 

Spurred by a momentary sthiging sense of having 
retroosd his own fbotsteps, he leiqied on,— 

** Do yon romomber that yon were to give me an 
r,— thai yon were to talk with ms of our 
to-doyf 



f» 



] 



: 



as 



« 




THS flflOBT OP ATIS. 



198 



cc 



•» 



"AadliMylaiOW— BOW— whrttt to rnbam 

toaaytomc?" 

.♦Mr. Ortiwider, to an myUfc— itooe I wm • 
littto girl— I hwf* •»▼*' known one hour to whiei 
I expected— Bk6 other women— to nany." 

"Yon ooaM not be like other women," be mnr- 
BHBed; bat the weyed Ua worde away with her 

bndsed hand. 

«« I don't think yon nndcrttend what that meana. 
I nofer could conodve of myaelf aa expecting it. 
I cannot now. I do not wtah to many any man. 
It aeema to mo a pertsctty onnatoral thing that any 
man ahooM look me to the flwe, and aak me to be 
htowife: it always did. And thataman of yoor 
nperior intolUgcnoe ahooM actually «5P«* ♦* «• "«V 
incomprdienaible to me." 

She pelted theaeworda tthimwrerher ahoolder. 
Oatrandcr heard them too anxkmaly to amito. It 
waa the iirational ooUay of a creature laaped and 
wrung Iw the IHctkm of her own nature upon itaelf. 
Only a woman tcnifled by the aerrled advance of a 
mighty low upon an able and dfacomfited reetotaMe, 

could hate opoken thoeewonto to that way. But 
only a tow men to the worid wouU tote inrtinctlToly 

uMlerstood thto. Oatrandcr waa not one of theae 
tow. It aeemed to hto dl«w« «M k" »» 
needed aa ahe apohn, gwwiiW toiger but dimmer 

'with every word. 

••I nam oaU thto boftm." dm added, with tto 
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npid, indfllve ntteronoe of one who is expressiiig 
what is 80 long fluniliiir, and ao long anppreaaed, as 
to have become a ibnctional port of the bdng, and 
to exhale involuntarily like the breath. *< I nei^er 
cared enooj^ — for any one — to try to explain it. 
Bat I mnat tell yon. I had rather not bo happy 
than to be happy at aadi a coot as marriage demands 
cf women." 

*' Ah 1 then yon own that yon woold, that 3-oa 
ooohl, be happy." He hastened to entrap her in 
her sweet admission. She gave him one transcend- 
ent lock. As if she had given hfm some matddess 
wine never before nnscakd for haman lips, his head 
grew light. Bat then there fcU a swift and great 
withdrawal upon her ; and her flice gathered itself 
together like a garrison, while she said, — 

** I told you something aboot this long ago, before 
joa went into the army, that day by the shore ; bat 
I eoold not exphdn it then, for I coakl not explain 
myself then. Every thing that I felt then has inten- 
sified. .With my filing for 3-oa has deepened this 
other feeling. Tlie more I care for yon, Uie moie I 
shrink from what yoa ask." 

* * Let OS talk of this quietly now, and reasonably, ' * 
said Ostmnder in his km, vibrant way. «< I will 
nge nothing upon yoa. Only let us reason aboot it. 
Uairiago is not to be treated with such personal 
Irreverence or rebellion, I think. It is really the 
best plan Ahnigfaty God coakl contrive ibr as. It 
Is his win thai neo and woomo shoald love 
saoHisrv aady tovinf, ' *' 
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<* Bot I do not see it to be his will for me," urged 
Avis. **Ue has set two natures in me, warriiig 
against each other. He has made me a law onto 
m3*sclf — ITsmadomeso. Ilowcanlhdpthat? I 
do not say. Heaven knows ! that I am better, or 
greater, or traer than other women, when I say it Is 
quite right for other women to become wives, and 
not for me. I only say. If that is what a woman 
is made for, I am not Uke that: I am dUferent. 
And God did it." ^ 

There was a solemn but yet submissive arraign- 
ment in these words, and in the tone with which 
they were uttered, to which, at that moment, Os- 
trander found no read3' lover's aigument of a texture 
laige cnoagh to be laid against them. 

** Even if I had no work, no lifb, of my own," 
she continued less calmly, " I think it would be the 
aame, though I cannot tell. Butl have my work, 
and I have my lift. I was not made to yiekl these 
to any man. I was not made to absoib them in his 
work and his lift. And I should do it— if I married 
him. I shoohl cam so mndi — too much for wliat 
happened to him. • • • llr. Oslrandsr, if I were s 
man, I would not stoop to ask such a sacrillcs of 
any woman I " 

** And I sloop to ask for no mora than I give," 
he said with a hsn^y faumiUtj. "^.I will take 
from yoo on^ what I can yield to yoo,— tiielofeof 
a liife. I do not want yoor woik, or yoor Individn- 
alUjf • I rates to soospt sqy soeh saottos tnm tts 



196 



THE 8IORT OF ATZB. 



V 






I .- 






^ woaum I lofo. • Toa aro poriboUj right. A miu 
\ ought to bo abovo it. Let mo bo that man." Oo» 
tmndcr ntterod this during •entiment us ardently as if 
he liad OTor tfaoQQ^t of it beibro, apd as ainoerely as 
if it had been the watchword of his lifo. Ilefdthim- 
adf at that moment in the radiation of a great troth 
that biased fWmi her ringing \'oiee and her intrendied 
beanlj. lie seemed to himself to be the discoverer 
of a now type of womanhood, to wliich, as wo do in 
tlie presence of all ideab, he instinctively brought 
Us own natoro to the rapid tost: ho would have 
seomcd himself if his manhood had not rang respon- 
aivotoit. He ve n t ur ed solemnly to say,— 

•• Only lot us love, and live, and mak together. 
Tour genius shall be more tcndcriy my pride than 
mj little talents can possibly be yours. I shall fed 
more care ibr your assured Aituro than yon OQg^t 
^ to ftel ibr my wredrad one. Tiy mo if yon will ; 
tiQst me if you can. I do not say that lam worthy. 
^fcjfiOjhidl make me so. If Ididnotbdieveyou 
eonid make me so, before God, I would go out fhxm 
jxmr prese n c e to^y, sod never .sedc it again." 
Ho spoke in an agitatkm now, that extended itsdf, 
Kks liie air thqr breathed, to her. She rose, and 
walked menm the stmi^-ikior two or three times, 
with snmeUriiy of bar ftther's attitade, the loi«, 
mrrena step so ften ed to a simons grace in her 
Clinging dross. 
•* I wish I had a dUbrent past and a difRsrsnl 
yottf'' pleaded Ostnndsr* threwiqg 



I 



,. 



i. 



t 



THE aRTOBT OF ATI8. 



197 



one weak aim up over hto head restlessly. **But 
the one has at least been dean, I believe ; and the 
other most bo — what God and yourself will It.*' 

She stopped her raiild walk, and looked at hhn 
standing in the middle of the floor ; and in whot 
seemed a half-uneonsdous tone, as if she hod not 
been listening to his last words, she said, — 

^* I have wondered sometimes if there were such 
a man In the world. I always knew," whiqiering, 
* * how { slHMikl Ibcl . I knew it would bo all over with 
mo when I found hbn." Then, still softly, — 

** Ob, how pale you are I All this esdtcment — is 
so wrong fbr you I I diould bo soglad to see you 
happy — to help you to get well I Oh, I think I 
could make you happy! I would tiy — there is 
nothing I would not do, woukl not suifcr " — • 

TVith a swift motion she stirred towards him, saw 
him reoch hla aims out dumbly, wavered and tumed^ 
then,— • 

** Oh, no, no, no t " die cried. **ndp metosay 
no I Come jmother time. I must think. I must 
take time — becanse" — 

**Decattae what?" he demanded, aore^ shaken 
l^ the prolongation of this strain. 

^'Becanae I care too much for you to make yon 
folserable. Eveiy tUng woukl be so hard for ^-ou I 
Don't think it is that I care so much about myself I 
/could boar it,— to grow poor and dck and worn- 
oat, and never to paint, and to have to sew so mndi I 
WkM yon look al nWf (oh, joQ are 00 pals 1) I oouU 
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bear It oil. Bat I can't forget how it would be— 
and Iho oofibe wouldn't bo right. And men mind 
each tliii^ — jon would mind. You would bo eony 
wo bed dono it. It is not right for us to many. 
Don't Id mo do what is not right 1 You should see 
-—you should bo merdM to yourself and me." 

She seemed to slip simI shdo before his still ex- 
tended hands like a wraith, and ho heard the door 
open and ekMO, and tho afternoon sun bent pla- 
ATfy upon the rows of books, upon tho portrait of Sir 
T7illiaQ, upon the decorous mahogany sofa, and the 
dull flguro on the carpet where she liad stood. 

lie todc lib hat, and crawled away in the bright 
mnshino. Avis up stairs hekl her hands upon her 
ears as if she were tiying to shut out the sound of 
bcr own words; and tho professor at tho Alpha 
Delta Fhi dinner sat discussing representative per- 
oeption with that Ncw-Yoik dcxgyman who had 
written so intelligent a rerfew of the Identity of 
Identity and Non*Identity ; and aunt Chloe at the 
prayer-meeting poured out her good soul Ibr the 
beneilt of the eountiy. 

He did not seek to see her after this, but wrote to 
her several times, espresshig moro fliDy both the 
bniden of his love and the reason of his hope, ciys- 
♦■nirftig eahn^ all alover's snbUme conviction of the 
pmetkabllity of his wishes. -Ho had no answers; 
bvibowrotohraTelyon. Peihaps a feftlil{^t passed 
In tida W9j. AH tUs widtoi Ostnuider had saU 
BsCkliworUahsatth. 
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' One day Coy came in and said, — 

**FoorMr.Ostiandcrl He doesn't seem to get up. 
^ohn goes over there almost every day. Ho doesn't 
walk out now,— -hasn't for a week ; and the Aliens 
take him to ride. But I hear his dium Is veiy good 
to him, and ho won't go anywhere else. And John 
says ho can't see why he doesn't gain. John Is vciy 
good to him. And John says " — 

But Avis did not seem to be granting, her usual 
tender attention to what John said ; and Coy changed 
tiio subject — to bias ruffles. 

It was when Ostrandcr was l^ing akmo In tho dusk, 
on his college lounge, the next day, that a littld note 
wlu hrought to him, tho first he liad over received 
trom her. With shaking fingers he strode a lig^t, 
and read, in her huge, defined hand, this only i — 

^Mt dbab Ma. OsTSAxnea,— I ibonld like to see 
jou, if you are stRMig enough to drive to ny father's 
house. 00 not oomo till you are quite sblo. I have 
nothing to say that cannot be^said as well at one time as 
another. Yean sineerely, 

''Avis Dobell." 

• 

His chum came In at that moment; and Ostrandcr, 
who had not ventured Into the evening air for wecka, 
fiercely demanded a carriage and his orereoat, and 
got them. lie usuaUy got what ho- sought In that 
r e ver berating tone. Men were almost as pliable as 
woDien to the quali^ of Fliilip Ostrander's voice. 

As Inck would haito it, thars was a Faculty 
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ing io tho itod}*, and a City Relief Sodetj in tht 
porion. IIo askod distinctly for Miss Avis, ami 
was bidden into tho long, empty dining-room. There 
fidnt firelight in the Franklin stove; and the 
which was flill, looked in over annt Chloe's 
iries. There was heliotrope in the room somewhere ; 
but it oouU not be seen. She came, belbre' the 
lights, not knowing how it was, and stopped in the 
doorway, uncertain. He was standing at the other 
end of the room. It seemed as if ho leaned against 
a column of straight moonlight. Ills height and 
paDor were thus both cmpliasizcd. 

Avis, looking in through the dari[oned room, lean- 
ing forward a little, hesitating, thought of the Har- 
bor Light, oddly enough, and of the bhids. 

The lamps came in while they were standing so : 
tlio servant went out and dosed the door. Avis 
bad on something scarlet over 'a thick white dress 
that bhixcd out with the lighting of the room. She 
qKiko first, and she said gravely, — 

•« Mr. Ostrander, I have decided " — 

««Oh! do not decide— yet." 

** Itisqnite necessary. I have tried your patience 
ovennodi. I have dedded ; and I pray you pardon 
ae Ibr the lateness ci the decision, and fbr all the 
Iroobfe I have been to you, and all the pain — but«- 
I hare decided that I cannot resign my profession as 
an artist" 

'^IIo was hastening impetuously to remind her that 
fhqr bad bodi decided she need resign nothing, when 
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he peredvod a* tender merriment thai he had nevef 
seen befbre, dawning fiur witliin her eyes. 

His voice and face sprang towards her; but she 
motioned him back. 

'« And — I fbigot to teU you that'l hate— with a 
fervent hatred — to keep house.** 

" I did net ask you to be n^ housdneper I *' 

** And,** suddenly serious, ** I maker very sour 
biead.** 

•' You wffi brii« me,** he said reveraitly, «* the 
bread of life.** 

He looked so wasted, standing trembling there, 
with his hand upon the loqg table, that his words 
seemed less the rhapsody of k>ve than tlieeiyof 
femine ; and the repljs which in liie tdUng has 
almost a toudi of the ludicrous, in the selsma saying 
was almost sabUme. 

•'Come,** he saki feebly, ••! am Btarvii«. 
Cemel** Skmly at first, with her head bent, as if 
die redsAed seme opposiag pressure^ then swillly, 
as if she had been dnwn by faresistlble feross, then 
blind^, like the bird to liie Ught-house, she passed 
tho length of liie silent room, and pot both hands, 
the pahns pwis ssd teg sther as if thqr had been 
adtffnStftH*' 
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Umb flmt wln« 
Ste fRve Urn drop bj drop; 
WIm ■tronfw tiuui mii] eonld Sign 
8h« pooled, and dM not ■lop.*'— H. B. 

"VTEVER was there sadi a wooing. So, with tiio 
jJi slmpleaasanuieeof that glorified time in which 
we acem to onrBclTes to be the originators of eadi 
new emotion that overtakes as, Ostninder thought. 
. And, indeed, many a lover's sweet fallacj has been 
ftither fiom the truth. 

Had she not been of a tissne to which caprice was 
as impossible as crime, he woald scarcely have felt, 
fat a day's space, confident of his new and dazzling 
daim. Her betrothal fitted npon her impatient^, 
like the first articles in a treaty of capitulation only 
kwking askance as yet towards a dreaded surrender 
In which a passionate^ defended lost cause was to 
go down. He felt his way painftiUy with her, care- 
ftd not to startle her, as if she had been a bird 
poised with tender, receding feet, and fiuttering wii^, 
nneeitain whether it woukl nestle at his heart. 

The abrupt and cavalierly form of wooing witii 
which he had at firrt, as was inevitable, shocked and 
lea^Mcarily estranged (but thus ultimately strea^« 
1) the leaning of her Ibeling towards him, had 
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given place to a definite persistence, to be sure, but 
to one so tender and cautious, that she seemed to be 
scarcely more conscious of it than of the tempera- 
ture of the morning. 

For the first few days she received him with a 
distance which would have disheartened a less per* 
ceptive man. Even her anxiety for his rcco\-ery 
seemed to have retired fW>m the foreground of her 
tliougfats. Neither the flituro nor the past, appar- 
ently, occupied her imagination much more than .^ 
they do that of the caged creature who has Just // 
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become percipient of the esistence and the nature J/ 
of bars. She sat by him silently, or they talked of 
matters of wide interest, or aunt Chloe came in. 
She had steadfastly rcfhsed so fer to acquaint her 
femily with the state of the case between them, say- 
ing decidedly, — / 

\' I must get a little used to it first." 8ecretly,V. 
Ostrander blessed the sturdy American sentiment 
whidi made this possible. It seemed to him Just 
then as much as he could bear, that they two, they 
only out of all the world, should know that the ,-n ^ 
almost inconccivabto ftature was possible to him, {u^ 
which would give hhp the right to call her his W&&. fj^ 
To share the first blush of this knowledge with any 
human creature was like bruisiog the velvet on the 
petal of an iris. 

** Aren't you sony yet?'* she asked one day, 
when this first mood had passed. ** Don't you think 
we haid. better not d> this? I can't do aqy of the 

thin gs ->^ ^,,>^^ M 
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** Oh !" ho cried, *'joa shall not be what otLor men 
expect I don't wont 3-00 like other men's wtrcs. 
Ton Lorcldt sphinx! jon Cassandra, jonl rebel* 
Ikws— beantiflil" — 

A« Bat they thooght Cassandra was mad/' inteiw 
mpted A^is. «' Except " — 

wWeU?" 

*« The king loTcd her/* said Avis softly. 

It was perhaps a week since ho had received her 
promise, when one evening, as they were alone to- 
gether, he went resolatcly yet gently over to the 
window where she stood behind the heavy curtains, 
restlessly shifting aunt Chloe's flowers aboat to no 
vwy definite end, that he could see, and said,— 

••AvU?'* 

He had not called her so before. She started with 
leapli« eyes, moved her lips as if she woold have 
^oken ; said nothing. 

«*Avis," he repeated, *«do yon know that we 
have been engaged a week— a whole week? *' 

When she kx>ked up, he was smiling quietly, and 
he spoke in that nnimpassionod, matterKxf-coarse 
tone which most qakkly disaims the dismay of snch 
a woman ; as if thai whidi he sou|^t were as natural 
na the drswhig of the breath, and in no sense more 
mdted to create an exciting scene ; or as if he dealt, 
hideed, with a thoqght too lofty and too grave to be 
ledaoed to the level of an excitement. 

•«A whole week, my darling. Ah, hnshi Can 
jMBotbearsomnoh as tikolf And yon have not 
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yet given me one kiss. Don't yon think it is a little 
hard on a poor wrodc of a wounded soldier? ** 

•* I don't mean to be hard," she said, skmly re- 
ceding iMa him with nnconsctooa stepe that twisted 
In her long dress. 

*^Dut you ore — very hard. It doesn't seem to 
me worth while exactly. Why should yon mind so 
mndi, if you really knie me? " 

**I love yottl'* she mnimnred, stsnding quite 
etill. 

** Ah, how much? Dear, how mudi? ** 

**Do yon think I can— say, what I have not 
cterod — jet— to"— Ucr voice sunk. 

«« All the same," said Ostrandcr, shakiqg his head, 
obstinate with Joy, ** I'm tired of living on fidth. 
I don't foci suro of yon." 

8ho began to stir again, still receding, her outline 
growing fainter in tho shadowed conior of the room, 
lie advanced as slowly, but with a reverent attend- 
ance on her wish, towards her. 

** You don't understand! " she cried. **No man 
ooukU This is all so now, so strange, so terrible, to 
mo. Yon don't remember how it is. I never ex- 
pected to 6s in sudi a position as this: in all B|y 
liib Fve never thou^^t I eovld be! If I am more 
fbolish than other women, that Is why. Idon'tmeaa 
tobolboUsh. De patient with me I Iknreyoiil" 

**If I had not been patient"— he b^gan laipnl- 
dvc^, bot checked hfansdf. 
-^ ««I don't know what to do» how to act, bow ta 
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•4Nt inyBelf to what has happenod/' she bM in 

an entreatiflff , ciiiklliko way, as if she auoght hia 

tolerance for aomo radical fhnlt of hen. IIo waa 

Ibtozicatcd by this pocnliaiiy beaotifol Igsdincaa into 

f whidi her anatooping spirit now and then sorgod 

' OTcr, and apent itself, like the foam open the en»t 

of a wave. 

** Only let mo tcadi yon ! " he niged, drawing, 
nnfoiblddcn, nearer her. ** Only say that yon will 
tiy to learn ! " 

He thought for a moment that she would hare fled ; 
her handa held her rcry dress away; she seemed 
to draw even her breath badi (hnn him. There waa 
a aolenm deprecation, almost of the character of a 
reboke, opon her ihco. Dut she did not deny him. 
A sense of sacramental awe, snch aa he would not 
hare beUercd it possible for him to be so penetrated 
with at snch a moment, — penetrated afanost to the 
exdnslon of the sense of Joy, — possessed him ; and 
his own hand with whidi he toadied her seemed to 
theyoopg man to alter, and becomo transflgured, 
like the hand of a apirit strotdied to meet him aciosa 
tub hnenling room. 

TImb, indeed, he walked about with resplendent 
^jes. He trod on bounding air. Then, at hist, he 
Mt that he ahould win her. He waa no hmger 
alfadd of any mood, or roHMtloo, or roeofl of hen. 
As mighl witiidraw hersdf aa she woukl, or gitore 
awes*9 lost libsrtj aa she mnsli she waa 
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AH oar pleaaura is aaid to be nothing mora than 
the eonadoosncss of some one or other of our per- 
fections. Ostrandcr wore the sdf-gratiiiod smilo of 
raoocssAil lore. Dot one's personal share of acidity 
most be iUiTorod with gall, if one woald be nntender 
with this form of complacency. 

It waa the next day after the little aceoe Just re» 
lated, that she went to aunt Chloo. She had pro- 
ferrod to go, and to go alone. Aunt Chloe hoard 
her in silenoe, and rounded off her stoddng (for the 
little feet of the State orphana, this time), before the 
said,— 

** My dear, he's oonsomptive I Iloworcr,'' loiter 
a long ponse, in whidi she knitted and winked with 
violent rhythmic harmony, **yoar fiithcr will be 
pleased. And in these dayn it isn't every talented 
youQg man who takes a decUiod stand. Mr. Ostran- 
dcr doesn't think he's too smart to liclieve the 
Diblo, so far. Of ooorso 3-00 wouldn't many any 
but a religioua man. And ho wiU go into the prcK 
fessorBhip as soon as ho rccorcn. I don't see, on 
the whole, what could bo better. You might take 
that bouse of the Perkinses on High Street. But I 
confess, I thought yoo'd tqg away at that painting 
a while longer." 

** I do not intend thia to make aiqr diilbrenoe with 
my pointing," aaid Avia qoid^ys ^imj marriage, 
if 1 marry, ia not to interfere with my woik. Mr. 
Ostrandcr doea not wish it" 

Annft Chloe laid down the Uttia atoeUiv. and 
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regaidod her nieoo with tlmt saperior matronl} 
mile, aodcr which, above All earthly afflictions, a 
jomig woman feels herself a helpless rebel. Bat all 
Mint Chloe's reply was a long, low, significant, 

"H-u-m-ph!" 

** Certainly not," repeated Avis very distinctly. 
** I would not marry, if I most give up my profes- 
rion. That is understood." 

** When a ^ woman becomes — a wife," said annt 
Chloe, taking to the little stocking again with her 
generoos, dogmatic hands, *' her husband's interests 
In life are enough for her. When you are once 
married, yon will no longer feel any of this yonthM 
Irritation against the things that other women do. 
Women," added aunt Chloe solemnly, "are noi 
men. God made ns." 

** Wen, I," said Avis, bughing, *< am like the 
boy in the Sunday sdiool, whom God didn't make. 
We'll play that somebody else made me, anntie.— 
Annt Chloe," — she suddenly diangod her tone to 
one of grave and searching appeal, — ** tcU me now, 
—ten me the holy truth (for I need att the truth I 
can get just now, auntie), did yon never in att your 
BAi want to bo any thing else but my nude's wifb? 
la fliera nothing in att the worid that yon, — awo- 
wmn of overikming energy and indivkluaUty, and 
oigiirfring power, — Me to cany a Christian conn 
■iaslon or a natknal eommissaix on your shouldersy 
«-> to thoie nothing that yon over wanted to tef** ' 

lbs Httto stoeUiy gent^ sank to aont Chloe's 
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broad'knee, and there was a pause, in which Iter softy 
brown, benevolent eyes fiUed with a slow light. In 
the wiAdow-siU the September sun ibU upon her 
geraniums. They turned their burning ikeos to her 
solemnly, like vbions which said, ** Wo wiU never 
tell." Aunt Chloe arose, went over and stroked 
them, then came back. 

«* My dear Avis," she said in a subdued voice, 
** I suppose aU of us have times of thinking strange 
thoughts, and wishing impossibk) things. I hav§ 
thought sometimes — if I coukl begin lilb over, and 
*diooso for my own selfish pleasure, that I would like 
to give myself to the culture and study of plants. • I 
should bo — a florist, perhaps, my dear ; or a botan- 
ist." 

Aunt diloe uttered these words under her breathy / 
as she mighi. nave some beautifVtl heresy, then took 
to her knitting with a fierce repentance ; and that 
one partlcnUir orphan had a pair of stone-cfalna col- 
ored stodclngs before tea-time. It woukl be dlflllcult 
to foUow the precise chain of mental Influences whlck 
kd aunt Chloe to put in Turkey-red toes. 

The interview between Avis and her ihther wasy 
like aU deeply-lVnught scenes between them, a brief 
one. She went in, and, sliding away Us books, kndt 
beside him, andy wfthoot Idoklng upwards, saMy— 

•• Father, I have promised to marry Ur. Osttaader. 
I never meant to marry/' 

The piDfossor pushed bade his spectadesy then 
}A§ kssleony then hto daoghtsr; hdd bar at ami's 
Is^thftri 
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** The ooDocivablo/' lio m unn ur cd, ** lies alwoji 
brtwccn two InooDGcirablc extremes. Such we And 
la the law of the conditioBcd." Then gently, — 

** And ao my little girl — has come to — ikail I 
can hatdly ondcntand. It seems sodi a short time 
alnce yon were pla3iiig aboQt ; and yoor mother " — 

The professor laid his nervous, sdiolariy hand npon 
Ids dangbter*s head ; she felt it suddenly tremble. 
But he collected himself, and said,^- 

'* I hare a high regard for Mr. Ostrandcr. I 
fliink your mother would hare Itkcd him — but it 
was not quite easy to proiphesy whom your mother 
would like. She was a woman of. rare penetration 
into human character. I wish she were here — Jus^ 
DOW. But there, my diild, is the lecture-bell. I 
haromiclaid the fifth kctnre on the Cartesian (UeCvm, 
somewhere, Aria ; I think 3-our aunt must hare been 
dusting to-day. Jjcxk under those three yolnmcs of 
Dugald Stfewart. Tr}' Hcid on Aristotk. No, that 
la the rcftitation of Ilobbcs. IIsto you shakte tha 
Duality of Consciousness thoroughly ? " 

He dr o|n>c d his hand once more upon hia danglh- 
ter'a bead in passing out, but only said, — 

** Eiin Acadia ego. How like your mother you 
mn kwklQg la these days, my dear I '* 

Ho atrode away to loctnro at a more Jigged pace 
fkan WBuaL Asroas the Cartesian cttehfm, which ha 
ckrtdied witii i crcrait tenacity under one gaunt d- 
bow, tiio Duality of Cooadousoess (iriiateTer waa to 
baaaidortlwa^gaaMiit) 
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fliaft afternoon. If hands had tondiod him, ciingiqg 
by the acnaitiTsflqger-tips to his lonefyold aim — but 
•the bloodkaa September air waa wan and enqity* 
Ifaroioe had 'wgokaa — but there waa onlyaaulky 
wind to say, — 

*^ Did ffoa want anything^ Profumnrf** 

And dearly only the Duality of Coosdonsness could 
reply, with the leaping pulao of eternal youth,— 

*^ Otdy to see if you look well amd happy ^ my dear;'' 
iriiile the boys ufion the college steps were shouting 
within his mikl, ot^ectivo can; — 

'« Hero'a the <M fcUow himself I '' 

That afternoon, too, Atia sent a little note to 

Coy. Itianthua: — 

• 

*Drab Cot,^-I have said, that, sobmUbm or other, 
I will marry Mr. Oitrsnder. Dot» Coy, if yoa talk to 
Wfb about tjiis as BMMt women do fbout sndi things ill 
orBsk tiM eagigtfBifiit. & osb% 

-Ana.' 

And Coy answ e red, — 

<* Dbak AyiSi^TouII stresk his eske with salctatas. 
His biseait wiU tssto of yesst His wristbands wUl be 
wrinkled. But yon know, if I wers a man. Aria, Fd live 
en Johnny-cake and pi^mreaiEi to get yon. Tou'd better 
bo nutfried Christms% when wo ate. Toni% 

-Cot.' 

• 

And DOW the marveOoos medidne.of Joy began 
tta anbtlo woHc ; and Ihst, with the glamour of the 
antnoui diqns, the wounded man waaoed strong. 
Aide, loekfav up aoastiaMa with timid. 
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cjes, trenibled to see the woik that lore had wrought 
upon him. She was firightenod that she oould moke 
faim 8o happy* Perhaps for the first time in her 
young, ontroobled story, she hod a glimpse into 
that mysterious tnith whidi no story is long erioogh 
cw sad enough to penetrate, — that Joy ia life, os misery 
b death, as the son is oiganio warmth, or the night 
inherent blackness. There may be deeper signifi- 
eanee than we always fancy in the sacred fignres 
which fimiiliarixe oor lips with the eyerlasting life of 
heaven and the ererlosting death of hell. 

In brief, Ostrandcr, being in hcaren, prooceded 
to immediate, and let us never say, a^nosing rGoovcry. 
He recdvod, and before November was able to 
accept, the renewed overtures from the university. 
He became the Junior colleague of the old geologicari 
professor, whose death or resignation (and the 
Board of Trustees generously allowed him his 
dioice of these alternatives), undoubtedly to toko 
place in a few years' time, would slip the young man 
Into an assured and commanding foture. 

** I eon hardly understand," said Avis : ** amonth 
ago you were a fhiling man. We thought — I 
thought, FhUip, you wouki die/' 

She hod but Just kamed, slowly and hardly, to 
makiemnaioof his name for hhn upon her bewildered 
lips. The **litt]e language" in w;hidi lovers are 
nsnol^pfoltase, he heard hot sGontify. Anezquisita 
nlicenoo hnng over her, wlddi he would not, if he 
mtmM^ haarm shaken* \ HoT eaostesskNis of eDdear^ 
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ment,.like her caresses, were rare, rapturous, and 
ridi. J His hungry mood waited on them : they sur* 
prised his imagination like the discovery of a new 
art, whidi all time would not be long enou^ for him 
to moke his own. 

** The man who has won jfoti," he would answer, 
with that unconsdousness of possible cxoggcration 
which makes the very folly of young love sublime, 
— *' such a man could not die." 

Then, indeed, she turned her strong head towards 
hhn, in that way of hers, with a Idnd of tolty won- 
der at the new conditions in which she found herself, 
making it possible for her to sit and hear a rodicaQy 
fceble assertion without any intellectual revolt. 
Upon this grave wonder a groduol tolerance grew ; 
then, perhaps, if she were in her gentler temper, she 
melted into some sign of tenderness, which overtook 
him like a beautiAd stratagem of her nature, yel 
which expended itself as unconsciously as the smile 
of a diikl, or the nodding of an anemone. 

Or perlmps she so^ wrapped in some maiden rev« 
oty of silence, or fear, or retreat, which ho found it 
impoesibks to understand or to sharo with her : he 
sat shut out, as if he hod trfod to lilt the veU of 
Isis, or to woo the Sphinx of the desert to open her 
stone lips. 

One day ho asked her to pby to him, for he hnd 
never hcAid her. She told lihn,' what was tnie 
enoQgh, that her elocution, which was always poor, 
had not been impt«yrsd by six yean of ezdnslTS art- 
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■tndj. Bat she went to her mother's old piano, and 
pUjod Ibr half an boor, — frogmentB ftom the An- 
dante of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony, a serenado 
of Schnbett's, the Adchude, some Scotdi mdodics» 
and one or two hnptorisalions, nnsrhwitiflc, power* 
Ital, and magnetie. 

Ostrandcr threw himself upon the solh, and lis- 
tenod, with his hand above his qres, as if he were 
shntting oat a light. 

** Oh,'* ho said ondor his breath when she had fin- 
khed, " what a toadi I " 

ATis heard this grateftdlj. Ostrandcr's taste for 
mnsie was hi^y ealtiratcd : she woold bare felt it 
to be an anUnd insinocrity if he had said she phiyed 
welL She was morcd by the delicate and honest 
ftnror of his tribute ; as if be — be first and only in 
tfie wofM — bad recognizod some damb side to her 
BBtnre. She dierished the memoiy of this rccogni- 
lioa with a pecnliariy coy bapptness, which she had 
•llcrwards occasion to remember. 

She hMig remembered too, and he — what lovers 
wonld socin forget?— their firrt shared experience 
cT the nqiliire of the dying year. It seemed to 
thai the heart of spriqg could nerer beat to stir 
own IflDS this October palse. 

Whatwastherigorof aTiolet? the ire of a snow* 
drop? What did the yoopg grass know of hardly- 
jMded and stenly-cncroadsing lore? Onoredkaf 
hsr better than fhej alL They walked 
dsj Ihr oat of the town, lalo a faest ofyoa« 
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oaks, and stood db«if« together, awed by thi 
of sabdoed color that broke against their feet, and 
down the knoll, to the crown of wUch they had 
climbed. In the riolet distance the maples spiashed 
into shaDow tints, bold rennittoa and transparent 
yellow, like emotions qoiddy stong and healed. 
Bat the infhnt oaks, mere shrubs yet, gsthered 
tbcmselTCS in deep shades, blood to the heart's core. 
All the gales of winter coold not stfa- their fesTCS. 
They wookl cUng like the nndasped flngersthat 
death had orertaken ; they appealed to the imagina- 
tion like some sapetb constancy towering above all 
lesser story, as strength most, perforce, tower over 
weakness, and unity above <fisintcgratkm. 

Avis, standing with her straw hat thrust hanging 
down her shouklcri, and her bead bent as if she 
listened) turned soddenly, with an appeaUng gestnre, 
towards OMrander, and said, — 

«* I nerer knred another man. What should I do 
if you had loved another woman? " 

Instantly, Ibr her only answer, she was swept to 
his heart, with an impulse more daring and anthori* 
tatiTe than she had ever witnessed in Mm, as if 



somo fanpidpabto power had been arrayed to snatch J 
her fiom hfan, or as If her mad supposition were bo- 
ncath the reqiect of artlcuhite reply. 

The young oaks throbbed about them dissfly fer 
a moment, befom, moved by Us oontinoed sileiies« 
ibe draw her Ihos bade, that riio aright kwk up into 
BhowM a mile surprlssd to iad, fer te aso- 
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end time, that look wlddi dw bad nailEed npoo Oo 
June moniiiig bj the ahoie. He ecdoed to htLTO be> 
cone, for the momest, perfectlf bKod, Old to lega^ 
her with iht Uank, nsmnr gaae of » pcnoo whoee 
bndn WW etealtfafl/dieeMed. Then ewiflljr it darlod 
M befiite, end Ui deqi eyeo bnnit it out betoe he 

flidd,*'^ 
««ATis, nercr eey OmI egaiBl It fti^hteoe tiM 
— who has won the light to hold yoa here — to 
that It aisbtor eoold, but tar God'o 
macff iunre been ao«e odier aoman Aod yoo— 
jm would hafe alffl beea hi the world,— fai the 
wotM with Mb I 
Alia nid Dothfa^. Aaaa,allcraII,waaaodiifer- 
1 She, for faMtaaee, had Bever thoii«bt that tt 
might or eoild hare been aome other who dioiild 
9 maA m towhed her head. One doea noi 
fbt taaey vpoo the faMredibla. It had not 
to her aa a apedal iaicrpotith» of Flovi- 
desee, that ibe ihoold love Phf^p OeCiBiider. What 
mtm ou B wt h after the kteg? Her great kite waa 
afanplbr A0 eoadilkNi of CBdetaee, Kke the aetkw of 
hcrheart. She had sever Mt eaBed apoa to Ihaidk 
GodftrtiMt. 

ofUaMiwdBlieafai 
kft te a few daja* Tieit fai 
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Chaot ibia baci heeo, aad 
heazt jeamed tuwanla tiiat eoBtaij old 
•Unlip'a mother. She did Mt eare how fiHtie, or 
old, or ignorBoft die aright be. (**Mjpoor 
la not esactl J a onttiTated 
aaid onoe in faia tender waj.) Her own 
jonth reached with a peooKar longing after thiasn- 

friio had borne the man ehe lored. 
lOBMtunca if the oU kdjwonld not 
ind H leee kmelsr to Cre hi HaraMNi^ Bat of 
oome her eon woold be the beat to know, and 
ihoold be the fifst to epeak of that. She ooateated 

hnU but tender littlB meaMgo 
in raponee to wob cramped, 
■^hcronljr wdeoam flom hie 
odtf fiving kn — hi whkh Mra. Oatrandcr had onee 
her kind wapec t a to the jonng ladj of 
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gone, tar^bB iiat thne 

withelifl; 
inflwatndio. ft 

her lot* ATia 
If wftt a kind of tenor. If 
to ha FhBp 
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lire in her little grate, eat down to warm her hands. 
The antonin son stopped in, and stood eool and cahn 
against the wall, like the IHend who nerer IbigetSi 
or Boffen ns to forget, the resolve or the aspiration 
which we once espressed. The dost had collected 
upon her sketches; the booghs of the apple-tree 
were bare ; iqwn the easel the sphinx hong, covered 
nnddomb. 

Avis looked sbont her with a sSngnlar^ self- 
defendvo feeling, as if she were summoned by some 
Inrlsible tribunal to answer for an impalpable oflbnce. 
A radical oonAision, snch as her joiing life had never 
known before, obscured her thoughts. She had 
aomcChing of the sclf-rcooil which a man has in 
taming to his books or his business ailer a ni^t's 
dissipation. 

She went up and uncovered her skctdi. Thecriti- 
cal, cod sunlight ibll upon it. The woman and the 
qihins looked at one another. Avis ghinoed at the 
ling that fettered her linger. Iler whole figure 
■Cnightened and heightened: she lifted her head, and 
out of her deepening eye there sprang that magnifl* 
eent light whidi so allured and commanded Riilip 
Oalnnder. 

"Whaihaveldonef'sheeried. •«Ohl whathave 
I done?*' 

TRth an impulse whidi only a woman will quite 
rospect, standing alone there in the silent witness of 
the ttttle room, she tore off her betrothal Ting. 

with one of her nre sobai saddaB aadshaip 



as an articulate cry, she flung her aims about the in- 
sensate canvas, and laid her diedr, as if it had been 
the toudi of one woman upon another, against the 
cold dieck of the sphinx ; and solemnly, as if she 
sought to atone to a goddess for some broken feslty^ 
she whi8|)orcd,— 
*' I will bo true.*' 

When Ostrnndcr returned, he found her nervously 
at woric. A marked unrest enveloped her. But she 
stood quite still, when, pushing open the stndio-door 
eagerl}', he met her with the aocumnkted Ibrvors of a 
lover alter a first separation. A chill crept ovefhim 
even while ho touched her — beautUVil, reluctant, 
mysterious — this stroqg, sweet woman, wooed, but 
not yet won. 

*' Are you not glad,'' he pleaded, ** to see me 
bac!c?" 

••I did not think I should be so glad." 

"And you missed me — a little?" 

«* I had no idea," complainlngly, « that I shoukl 
miss you so mudi. I can't understand it. I ou^ 
not to have minded. I have been at woik." She 
spoke with protesting signiflcanee, glancing at her 
hand, which he held — palette, brushes, and aB— Bm* 
prisoner. He followed her glance, and dmi^ed eokir 
swiftly before he said, — 

V Avis, where is your ring? " 

** I took it off. It made me uncomfortable." 

*']iads yon unoomfiMtable — wf lii^-— oar en- 
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OBtnnder leleaaed her handsy and stood looUog 
•t her with a perplexity which struck, as indeed it 
^yniH tOy the Teiy core of his imaginaUon. 

*• I do not nnderstand this at ail," he said with 
dhtpleasoze. **' Where is the ring? " 

«'0n the shelf, hehind the Lake of Como, at the 
left of fiither's portrait, on the right of the char- 
ooal newsboy," replied Avis, laoghing. Ostrander 
bfon^t the ring, and stood with it balanced between 
Ms thomb and forefinger, looking fh>m her to it, 
thoftwghly uncertain what to do or say. 

Timing with one of her sudden, supple motions, 
■he saw how deef^y she had pained him. She put 
down her bmsbea, and hcM' out her firm finger at 



** Shan I put it on again? " he hesitated. 

** If you think I desenre it," she gently said. 

He put it on; and they talked no more about it. 
Ostrander was thoroughly uneasy. He ventured for 
the first thne, that morning, to speak quite distinctly 
of their fiitnre; said that ho was going with her 
Ihther, when his inauguration was well over, to see 
Ihs available houses in Harmouth ; spoke of his im- 
proving health, and of his desire to be quietly set- 
tled ; but more especially of his wish to see her at 
work mon to the purpose than she could be, aa 
tUi^ wera at present, than she oould indeed, he 
ftarad, wen be until after their marriage. 

Avis, wfaOe he qwke, painted busQy. Stfflpaint- 
iflff, and without hwUng round, she said bebw her 
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Ihilip, don*t toanl me to many you yet I 
But, when he left her, she crept up to him, timid 
as a hare, and besought him to be patient with her ; 
for she was sorely tried in ways she said, that she 
knew she oould not expect him to understand. He 
would have waited half a lifetime for the tone and 
the touch with which she said tliose words. 

After this she painted with great steadiness. Os-. 
trandcr spent' most of his spare hours in tlie studio. 
Aunt Chloe had an easy-chair wheeled out for him, 
and set beside the little grate. 

" Why not leave that picture," he asked one day, 
as he stood silently watching it, '' until by and by? " 
<* Why do you want me to do that? " 
** I think you would make a greater picture of it 
after we are married," he answered, disregarding 
her disturbed expression. *' You will have more lei- 
sure, more calm. It Is going to bo a great woiic, 
Avis. I wish to be as proud of it as possible. I 
'wish it to be grand and.AiU, without deficiency. 
I want the world to know }*ou by it, in some sense, 
— in its sense, — for what yon are." 

She was toudied by his generous interest In her 
work and fame. She thought how true was that 
wise man's word who said tiiat a iViend is he who 
makes us do what we can t she pitied with the calm 
compassion of Joy that woman, wherei-er she might 
be on the earth, who would not find in this beautiftal 
sense a ftiend in the man whose wiib she was to be. 
Down through the years she sodden^ saw herMdf 
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transflgured by happiness. She saw her whole na- 
tiiro declining, its lightest grace or deepest gift 
illttmiiiatcd, herself idealized, b}* love. This man — 
flo tender, and so noble above his fellows, so true 
*bat he conld be prood of the woman he loved, so 
gieat that he eould make liimself small beside her, 
ao anxious rather for her success in doing the thing 
God had made her to do than for his own, so simplj 
and superbly recognizant of the truth tliat this thing 
was not done when she Imd become his wife, and or- 
dered his honse, — this man brought her, she thought, 
that transcendent experience which is so often given 
to a man, but alas I so unknown to women, in whidi 
the sternest aspiration is strengthened by the sn'eeteat 
Joy ; in which love shall bo found more a stimulus 
to than a* sacriflco of the higher elements of tho 
nature. 

Iland in hand with this man whose generous hu- 
mility had exalted him — as what else could ? — to the 
kingriiip of her, she should climb to see " how life 
looked behind the mountains." 

She longed to make herself worthy of so royal a 
tore. She begtfn to be ghid with a proud pleasure 
that It was in the nature of things that she should 
Mcrifioe more for Philip than he for her. It seemed 
that, by slow and kind degrees, a reposeihl spirit 
crept upon her. The inevitable eoniUct between her 
aft and her love, whidi had diseased her happiest 
hours, shrivelled ftom an oiganio to a fhnctlonal 
tUqg. She began to coiisidflr it now without alalia. 
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.She began to understand how natural is Joy. Her 
sequestered tenderness peered out more ftequently. 
She became a radiant creature. 

Ostrandcr watched her in a kind of ethereal trance, 
which, for a long tune, ho guarded from the disturb- 
ance of his own more impatient moods as Jealoiv>ly 
M ho guarded herself (Vom them. He felt it a 
barbarism now to mar the unforecasting nature of 
her sweet impulse, as it would be to hasten mechani- 
cally the budding of a Qower. He felt that he was 
li\-ing that whidi few men e\'er live at all, and no 
man ever lives but once. He hekl tlie cup of his 
happiness to a delicate and slow^-tasting lip. 

Dut the autumn met iU bhizing death, and the 
calmer colors of the winter set in. 

The tenser nerve ami the clearer brain keiit time 
to the strong step that cruslicd the flakes of flrst- 
fhli6n snow. Now, on nights when one's solitary 
feet rang upon the woiks of the Uttle town, shadows 
flitted on drawn curtains, and lighU beamed out 
ftom the hearU of deeplj-colorod rooms. All the 
Sacramento and sacrifices Uiat go to make up human 
homes, began to gather upon them the vigorous 

solenmity of the winter. 
On ChristmasCoy was married ; and the two yoong 

people began, with the toudiing confidence of the 
young and the very happy, the sacred work whidi 
we aro wont to caU " saving souls." The phrase to 
weU-rasped, not to say worn, but indestraotiblo aa 
an atons, ini poetio as a flDSsIL 
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It was not kmg after this, that aant Chloe began 
in a Tagoe and abstract manner to drop a variety of 
lemaiks upon tlie fiuniljr ear, which Avis fidled to 
iiid interesting, bat did tliinlc singolarlj inoonse* 



** What is it," the said to Coy one day, sitting in 
the dieerflil parsonago-pailor, ** that ha$ happened 
ktdy in the cofcton-maricet? Aont Chloe Iceeps 
idling me how cheap nnblcadied cotton is. I think 
H is twenty-five cents,— or really, perhaps it was 
lire. Is that a fact so vital to the interests of the 
conntix, that I oi^t to care aboat it? " 

** My dear child," cried Mrs. Rose with her most 
■Mtronly smile, " it is the servants* sheets I " 

" Scrvante' — sheets ? •* 

••Why,yes. O Avis — Avis DobeU! Whobot 
jon woold be so divindy doll? I snppose yon 
expect yoor servants to have sheets, when yon go 
to honsckccping? '* 

•« I never thoo^," said Avis fainUy. *< And Is 
that what she meant, too, about towds? She's 
been eshansting the subject of towds. Coy. Tbers 
is sonethiiig very remaricable about them. I think. 
joQ eat the fringe, or dse yoa M— let me see. 
VOf I tldnk you overcast it. I tUnk it was very 
m-maanered in aunt Chloe/' 

« A roDcMfeth would do, dear," suggested Coy 
cooChli^. ** And no New-Enghmd servant would 
■rfad camfii^ out. I wouldn't trauble oysoif, if 
I 
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But Avis sat looking at her with wide eyes, like 
an injurod goddess. Women upon whom domestio 
details sit with a natural, or even an acquired grace, 
will need to cultivate their sympathies with this jxmng 

rcodling creature. Across her lecture or her poem, 
k>oking up a little blindly, she hsd listened to the 
household diatter of women, with a kind of gentle 
inditrcfcnce, such as one feels about the habits of 
the Fee-Jeeans. Unbleached cotton, like z in the 
algebra, represented an unknown quantity of oppres- 
dve but extremely distant flusts. How had she 
brought hcTMlf into a world where the fringe upon 
a towel must become a subject reqdring fixed 
opinions? 

She Uade Coy good-by abruptly, fied to her stndto, 
and wo^ed tiU daik. 

But, when she went into the house, die found aunt 
Chkw advandng a new tbeoiy about comforten. 
In Verinont they were quilted at home. But there 
were advantages in purdiadng them outright, not to 
be under-estimated, unless — as in the case of Miss 
Snipper, a worUiy young woman who had put two 
brothen throi^ ooUege, and one into the Ilawaiian 
field (he died in six months, poor feUowl)— you 
really fdt it a duty to emptoy a seamstress ; and the 
professor made so modi less trouble aboot having 
her at the table ; wUdi was the more to his credit, 
ss her teeth were set by so ineflkieat a dentist, and 
did make that peculiar noise, espedaily with Useuit. 
Bat aunt Chhie thought mllk4onst woold rems^y 
thsdifiknilf. 
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CHAFTER Xn. 

*II Ardd bt imMmberBd tiMt the p*tiigli A •caMiif ' or •«xefaii» 
tag' tMM; thoAl^nclfla •qncniionlns* Iom; UmMU* 'dMfMdrtag* 
•m*| and Um bi4i»*lii8, «n 'MMnllnf' Iom; tiM Jl-obftng Is w 
«abf«pl' ttopw"— CoixEss Grammar. 

IT WM in tho heart of the hapi)y winter that O9- 
trander, sitting one day by the study-fire with 
Aria, after a long walk over the lh>zen l)cach, said 
quietly, as if rcsoming a broken eonversation, — 
«*Bat, Aris, is Uiis to last forever?" 
** Tkisf*' She tamed to cateh his meaning, dnll 
with happiness. ** It is pleasant enongh to last for- 
erer, I think,'* she said, throwing herself back in 
ber deep ciiair. She sat drowned in her iUrs and 
partially kxMcned cape: her cheek had the vivid 
flush that a winter-n^t paints upon young (hoes, 
mod the fine excitement which aebompanies it, hovered 
Is ber cycB» 

«> Bot our Q(wn home would be like this always," 
peralsted he, with the vague and blessed Iktuity of 
a knrdr's Imagbiatkni, which, while it may peroeivo 
tlie tndl of the serpent over Adam's Eden, or Tom 
fimith'st or yours, or mine, hears in its own o^ly Iho 
fustlo of tho leaf upon tho tree of life. 

Avis, who had now kat her brilliani eokiri and Mt 
qnlla dun and aCOl, sald« ~ 
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** I wish a man and woman could bo always en* 
gaged I What are you hiugliing at, Philip?" 

*^ Shotild 3'oa really like it to be so — for 3'ou and 
me?" asked Ostrander, with a smUe that was grave 
enough. 

'•.Certainly," said Avis promptly. •' Of course I 
shoukl. I am perfectly happy as we are. I thiLk 
most women would be." 

" But I," suggested Ostrander, •' am not liappy. 
I am tired of a homeless life ; I have lived one so 
long!" lie had never so distinctly uiged his own 
need upon her before. A^-is listened attentively. 
Her precious freedom — wild rebel that It wasi pet- 
ted,* perhaps, and over-indulged — took on to her 
mind for the first time, faintly, the aspect of a self- 
ish delight. To be suro, Thilip had no home, like 
herself, no consonance of iKMischold repose and love 
let into his life. She Imd not thought suffldently of 
that. 

** I do not wish to press any claim or want of mine 
unduly," he went on gently ; ** but there is m}' work. 
I have my Aituro to make ; I don't want it to be one 
that my wiib shall bo ashamed of. Situated as I 
am, I cannot command my best conditions. With 
his home and his wife, a man must develop him- 
self, if ho ever can. With you, Avis, with jfou," 
he iwuscd, much agitated, *• there are no bounds but 
those of m}' own nature tlut will prevent my life ftom 
becoming at least a worthy if not a noblo deed." 

Loiy JMUS <tA«^ ^lneM woida came back to Avla 
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Dobdl's meoMMj, liko the canrcn Btone into wUdi 
time luis wroiiglit mcflnliigs that the scolptor's ndnd 
or Imnd was impotent to grasp. 

"Come, now," he continncd more ligfatl}-, **an 
hooert word for an honest word, AtIb 1 Do joa rap- 
poae, if I iet joa go on Just as yon like, 3'oa would 
ever malce a definite step towards oar wedding- 
day?" 

"No," said the woman, after a long pause. 
** Never t'* She threw back her wrappings with a 
soffocated look, and paced for a few minutes bade 
and forth before the brilliant fire, a sUhooette in her 
IhlUng feather and dark winter-dress. Ostrander 
watciiod her with compressed lip and guarded eye. 
He was prepared for a long and serious contest, in 
whidi he had ItaUy made up his mind not to be 
worsted. By gradations as fine as the shades in a 
woman's flmcy — too fine for any nyu but a detcr- 
minod lover to be patient with — he expected her to 
tmmt, torment, aUure, baffle, but jidd to him now. 
He had not understood (what man ever understood 
A eompkx woman?) the immortal element of sur- 
prise in her nature. He sat dumb with delight under 
tbe look and the motion with whidi die present^ 
tamed to hfan. As beantiftil is the pliabQitj of a 
torreBt meetiqg its first unconquerable resistance ; it 
snrrenders as mig^fly as it defied. 

"Ton are perfectly Hgjit," die said with a grave, 
sweet dignilj ;" and I have been veiy ibolish. 'If 
jfOT leaivo as to agtslf, I dial! never make any chai^ 
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in any thing. If I am ever to become your wift, let 
It be all over with as soon as posdUe." 

They were married in three weeks. 

If ever the Christian dmracter deepened under dis- 
dplinc, aunt Chloe's should have been that character 
at tbe end of this memorable time. We are all of us 
a little incredulous of our ndghbor*s affliction ; but 
among the radicd trfds of life, who could fidl to 
rank the rearing of a motheriess child to a marriage 
In which ndther the trousseau nor the upholstefy com- 
manded the proper respect of the bride ? Unless, as 
some one has told us, defidcncy of diarity be. defi- 
ciency of imagination, we must fed sony fyr aunt 
Chloe. 

Avis podtively reftased, at the outset, to investi- 
gate the deeps beyond the lowest deeps that under- 
lay the nature of unbleadied eotton ; asked why, if 
a woman had money enough to buy blankets, she 
must dt an hour discussing the wadding of a com- 
forter ; and fhiled utterly to see why the marriage- 
certificate would net be valid without the interven- 
tion of Miss Snipper and the milk-toast. There was 
a compromise upon these flital questions. Aunt 
Chkw retained the privilege <^ sedog to tt that Avis 
entered upon the holy esUte of matrimony as a lady 
ought, with a doien of every thii^, upon sole condi- 
tloo that Avis herself should not be consul t ed. In- 
stead, therefixe, of a heavy-eyed, erhanstfwl woman, 
whose every nerve was stitched Into her dothes, Avis 
came to her weddiqg-day brilliant with iMallh, and 
'^afan as the sky. 
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This little ikct was the more memorable becaoM 
It left her to her instincts, and no one know quite 
how those led her to dispose of these three weeks. 
She was madi in the open air, pacing the shore and 
the snowy fields; or she woricod intently in the 
atodio ; or she sat alone with unshared, inscrutable 
moods. Ostrandcr would have said that he scarcely 
•aw her in all that time. She received him quietly, 
bat with a withdrawal which ho dared not disturb. 
It was evident that she preferred her solitude to 
Umself. lie left her to her fancy, not altogether, 
perhaps, without some comprchenBion of It. A man 
does not live a celibate till thirty-one without be- 
coming fiilly as conscious of the perils as of the 
pleasures of a wedded ftiture. Ostrandcr would not 
have thought It possible, however, that he could put 
his broad shoulders beneath this sweet yoke with so 
■Hght a protest. Ilis feeling that he accepted a 
•acrifloe radically so much deeper than any he oould 
ever make, ovcrswcpt the superficial shrinking fix>m 
change, which perhaps all but the youngest lovers 
Ibel in more or less degree upon the immediate eve 
of marriage. He felt impressed by his * dim coneep* 
ikm of the strong individual struggle in the natnra 
of this woman whom he loved. Ilis whole soul eon* 
centred itself, with a xaaity not habitual to him in all 
tUngs, upon the eflbrt to ai^odgB himself worthy of 
the acqaieioenoe of her liib with his. He tried to 
leD her so the day before thehr marriage. But she 
gave him one look whldi stopped tiie breath of his 
Mdytejqji and be tried no mors Just then. 
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It was the shnplest of weddings. Mr. and Mrs. 
John Rose were there, and Darbara ; but her brother 
was out of town on business. Barbara looked at 
Ostrandcr, and remembered the tea-rose. Ostrandcr 
k)oked at Barbara, and forgot it. Poor Chatty Ho- 
garth was got over with her wheeled chair ; and Fred- 
erick Ma3'nanl came to see wliat ho was known to 
have pronounced ** the burial of tlie most promising 
artist in New Enghind ; " and at Avis's request the 
fiimilyser\-antscamein; and her father (who, as is 
so usual with the collegiate instructors of America, 
had bcgim life iu the pulpit) married them; while 
aunt Chloe, with a miml at ixsaoo with God and 
man upon the subject of the wedding-cake, which no 
New- York caterer had been allowed to handle for 
her niece, protected her silver-gray silk Atmi her 
honest, si)arse tears, and made it dearly understood 
among the gnests, that Mrs. Ostrandcr's health had 
not permitted her attending her son's marriage, and 
that the young peopks woukl visit her in New Uamp- 
ahire upon their brief little wedding-tour. 

They had a relenting February day, in which the 
prophecy of the near spring was audible, as the 
whisper of one dear to us across a darkened room. 
The windows were flung open in the house, and the 
well-wom path to the stndio was without fiost, yiekU 
\x^ timidly to the toadi of the foot that loved it. 

Avis slipped away somehow, and was missing 
after the wedding: her husband went in search of 
ter. He found her, as be had mveoted, la the 
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Htadio. The diBuny of packing pat a dilU deso 
Intion into the room. The pictures were bosec or 
gone; the easels folded against the wall; only (he 
sphinx was left. There had been no fire in the 
boilding that week. Avis, in the middle of the cold 
little neglected place, stood shivering in her wed- 
ding-dress. 

He hekl his arms oat^ smiling, bat with an emo- 
tion which he found it difficult not to call sad even 
st that moment. He was so sorry to startle, to' 
grieve, or distress her, by the inevitable presence of 
bis feeling. There seemed to him Jnst then some- 
thiog inexorable, like a Pagan Fate, in the nature of 
a mighty love. They two, standing there in the 
yielding winter sunshine, seemed like chiklren swept 
and lost within it. 

•'Ten me," he said, seeking to dissipate the 
almost oppressive sotemnity which the moment had 
assumed for him, and coming up behind her where 
she stood before the still incomplete hot now 
■trong1y*indicated and impressive picture, '*what 
would yoo do if you had to choose now between us, 
— tiie sphinx and me? '* 

"A man cannot understand, peihaps," said Avis, 
After a km; sUenoe, **or he wouhl never ask a 
woman sudi a bitter question." 

"OhI ws will have no bitter questions io-^fff^ 
be mnnnured, taking a step back to Uxk at her. 
Tbere seemed to him somethli^ strangely select and 
severs in her mMnanented dress. On^ an artlsl 
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' oould make such a bride. Her silk drapeiy hung 
about her like the marble folds upon a statue. 

** Can yod understand," continued Avis, Ignoring 
or unconscious of his look, ** that I might — perhaps 
— choose to stay with the sphinx to-day — and not 
mind it much?" 

«« I think I can," he said, hesitating. •* No, I 
will not mind. I can't be Jealous even of the sphinx 
Just now." 

** And then," she added, turning sharply, so that 
she stood with her flioe averted fiom him, ** another 
day,"- 

'« Oh I and what Uie other day? " 

Avis did not answec. .Impetuous words bounded 
to her lips ; but they were cfaedced by an Instinct 
that she liorsclf did not eomiirchend. Her nature 
rocoUod on itself in the disoovcr3' that she had begun 
to tell him that she oould think of no price too costly 
by whidi to -purdiase her ws}- back to him. 

She stood in her white dress with burning cbecks. 
She wondered If, when a woman had been for half a 
lifetime a happy wife, she coukl let her husband un- 
derstand how mudi she loved him. Her love seemed 
to her an eternal secret. Her soul spoke to his in 
whispers. It were unwomanfy, nnwife^, to lavish 
herself. 

After a silent moment, she glided to him like a 
goddess, and for the flrst time of her own unguidcd, 
or it might be Qi^;aarded will, his wifo lifted her lips 
to his. 
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ThcyiMflnd oat togctiicr into tfa? pHant dr ; and 
•ant Chloe cune calling abont the carriago ami the 
people; and the aky, when thcj k)okcd op to it 
through the gankn trees, lifted itself, and widened, 
Kkoajoywhose nature knows no end. Tbejpasscd 
OB throi^ the golden weather, in the aotemn separ- 
ateneas fton an oar little eoounon cares and pleasores, 
'mbldk to hare known is to hare liTedi and tO'haTS 
Is to hope Iter life bcjwnd. 
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TIIE relttctance with which wo torn flom any in- 
tense fiscling, whether of pain or pleatare, to a 
lowef level of emotion, is a fisydiological study (br 
wliidi the cttrriadum of Ilarmoiith Uni\'cr8it]r an« 
questionably finds a iNDper place in the lecture-room, 
where all wcU-dasslflcd feelings go, but strictly in 
Tiew of which, It dpes not regulate the academical 
year. Granting that tlie coriwration agreed to honor 
him by the oflbr of a diair, Ilamiooth would ha\*e 
summoned Adam out of Eden, had the Lord choaen 
to create him in term-time. 

It Uidced atill aome weeks to the spring racatioa, 
and Ostrandcr'a bridal tour was neccssari^ com- 
pressed almost between two sabbath sunsets. They 
* did not get up into New llampsliiro, after all. lie 
fimnd himaelf sufltring somewhat fkom tbo capridona 
weather ; and it would be real^ worth mora to his 
mothsr, hs saklt to aee them in Ju^. 
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The tiro joang people came drenmily to their own 
home. The aitcrnoon that they were to come, Coy 
and annt Chloe held oonfidcntial counsel in the 
expectant honse, a passable place, which had been 
•elected in the perplexed patience with which we 
a4iii8t oorsclves to all depressed ideals. Avis In' 
the town was like a bird that has flown throagh a 
window by mistake. The sea could be heard, but 
not seen, ftom her chamber-window. The noise ihmi 
the street intcmiptcd the library. It was not quite 
dear where the studio was to bo, unless in the attic. 
But there were elms in the j'ard, and crocuses in the 
garden, and the house stood at three minutes' walk 
ftom the college green. This, in view of the New- 
Eogbnd winters, and the delicate health of the 
young professor, was decisive. 

** I can arrange about the studio somehow,*' Avis 
had said. 

** Certainly," said Ostrander, ** thai must be man- 
aged." lie meant to manage it, of course. There 
should be no trouble about the studio. And annt 
Chloe said approvingly, — 

** Yon do quite ri^t. Avis, my dear, to consult 
Ilr. Ostrander's interest first." 

Avis vaguely resented this, she oould not have 
told why. She had no principles but the instinctivo 
code of daily love, about deifying her husband's 
biterests, and had found women singularly weak 
open this point. But it was quite reasonable that 
Iliilip should be near the college: she thought she 
had done no nofe than good Banners leqniied* 
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** Poor Avis," said annt Chloe plaintively, as she 
and Coy pot the last touches to the small dining- 
room, where tea was spread for the traveUers, ** would 
have pink dojicys. Of course, the first cooked 
huckleberry will ruin them. And I told her they 
never could be used with English breakfast-tea, and 
' tbey fade In washing beyond all belief." 

*« Yes, they fhde like a sunrise," said Mrs. Rose 
dcmurclj; *'but Aiis is {irccisely one of those 
women of whom yon can say that she never will be 
married again. And salt sets them. Is this the 
dilna she painted? IIow like Aiis! At first yon 
d<m't nndcrstand It, then It bewltdics you. ScOt 
' every {liecd has a feather on it, — a diflTcrent feather ! 
She has wrought some fancy about her own name 
iiiio tills tea-table, I'll venture. Oh, I see I No, I 
don't ; I don't see. I suppose we're not eacpccted 
to see. That rosc-curlew on the creamer Is like— 
a singing-leaf, I think." 

** Perhaps so," moaned aunt Chloe. ** But have 
you seen the vegctabkMlisbes? Not a handle that a 
servant could get bold of if her thumbs were all 
fingers. And tliat rep in the parlor, poor chlkl, may 
last her through the summer. And when I told her 
how easy it was to slip down newspapers — and I'm 
sure you can get them up again while the door-bdl 
rings, and a housekeeper can't begin by counting a 
UtUe trouble like that— but if I'd proposed plated 
spoons it oonkln't have been worse. Not that I've 
eaidmnoh aboot it to hsrflilhers fcr he is so over* 
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^oifced,uid it never does towonya litenfynant 
Oicjr weaken down under it like a baby under the 
whooijlng-eoagli. Bat when I come into this house, 
and think of thoeo two, I am— I am veiy nmch 
titmblod/* eaid aunt Chloc, tUfTening snddenly at 
the dlecorciy tluit one sbw tear had rollod into (he 
Japanese tea-pot "Xoir, while she was painting 
•U this china, she mi^t hare learned to set white 
bread, at least with milk ; and the jeast I coald 
hare kwked after. Mr. OstnifiiStir maj dine off 
painted feathers a white ; but he's too litcraiy to like 
ft kmg. No men are so flissy about what thej eat 
as those who think their brains the biggest part 
of them, though m}- brother is reij patient, and easy 
to padiy. Ami |ioor Avis knows no mof« what is 
before her than If she were keeping house with little 
stones and broken crockcij in a hnckkbcnj-pas- 
lure on a Saturday afternoon/' 

««T1iere'a a bsker," sai<l Coy soothingly, '^and 
Ur. OsCrandcr is reiy much in bre with her.'' But 
la her heart she shared aunt Odoe's anxietks mora 
•eotdty than she fouml it worth while to- aUow. 
Coy had a deUeste kyalty about cxpressii^ them, 
aedid nei talk BMKh about Aria, cren with John 
yamdfi ifce wished to spare AtIs the sting which 
pricks the brightest houn Ikte jieUTto some of 

—the knowledge, that, behind the shiekl we hoM 

^ra ow dasslbqf hqipiaess, a pnidential commit- 

of our flfemk sita faidonfa«— whether in our 

or the 
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ofthiqgs — a gnidge against our ddirinm. Cqyrer- 
erencod the sercre old canon which bids us rejolos 
in the Joy of the soul we lore. 

Ur. and Hrs. Ostrander came with the laggarl 
March ransct. Aris morcd about the house ladiant 
and unweaHod as a Ilebe : cren the dust of trsTcl 
seemed to glitter on her. Coy and her husband, the 
professor and aunt Chloe, remained, at her wish, to 
dedicate' the pleasant tea-table. Certainly there 
was never * plcasanter. And the bread was aunt 
Chloe'a. Aria presided dreamily. The room wai 
alire withcolor. She felt rsther than peroeired the 
rose-tint of* the linen, the bronze prism oo the pea- 
cock's plnm6 which enctrdcd the cup that she lifted 
to her lips, the Pompeilan rod upon the walls, the 
mellowod meaning of the Japanese ookxing upon 
the lamp-screen,' the flutter of the bright ribbon at 
her own throat, the luminous presence of her hns> 
band's Ihoe. She lifted her ejes to Urn tinudly for 
the firrt time across thdr own table. Life put a 
flngcr on its lips like a child with a secret to triL 
Lore was a mj'stcry that went deepeniqg before her* 
fthe stood with one foot on an nntrod path that 
hroadened to the sun. She shrank ftom the ad- 
TancCi nay, cren iWmi the existence of unexplored 
Jo3r. ) She waa afraid to be so happyj 

He found her, when, at an eariy hour, their friends 
had left them to tbenmelres b the silent house, hi a 
daydream in the middle of the parlor, Just whan 

Ba 
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Mid stood beaidc her ; bat he, too, foand it diflictiU to 
•pniik. IIo was silenced with Joy: to find words 
for it was a task sacred and slow, like selecting an 
earthl}' lily for an angel to carry into heaven. IIo 
did not try, it seemed, and for that she liked him- 
bettcr ; for he said onlj* presently, — 

** Are yoQ too tired to go over the house to-night, 
Aris? Will it not bo pleasant to see how it all 
looks at first? And in the morning I most get to 
college earl}'." 

She felt gratefol to him for the easy oommonplaco 
words as they wandered up and down, hand in 
hand, through "that new world ^rhich is the old." 
She wondered how women ever became used to their 
husbands, and spoke of them imliiferently, as 3Ir. 
Smith or Mr. Jones. 

This homo — their home — lifted its walb gravely 
about her like a temple ; and this man whose wife 
•he was, ministered therein a high priest, before 
whom her soul trod softly. She had ne^-cr perceived 
before how solemn a thing it is to found a human 
liome. Most of those experiences which make the 
whole world Un must become personal to beooma 
Interesting. The truism was now the diseoveiy. 

Avis had con tri ved, it was fanpossible to say how, 
— for never did a bride take possession of a house, 
knowing so little what was in it, — to stamp her 
indlvidnaUty with a deiieate but distinct deflnltfon 
npon her hone* 

*' It la Ukc goii« ftom flower to flower," said 
(Mmnte, as thqr strdM ihini roon to locm. 
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On certain points Avis had been Btrin(,'eiit. What- 
ever the vague necessities in the matter of tin-ware, 
aunt Chloe should not iwt a scarlet cricket or a 
purple tidy in the same room with a maroon curtain. 
His library was a harmony in green and graj'. The 
"^ littlo room upon whose windows the bods of the 
elm- tree lapped was a mclod}* in blue. In her own 
room Avis had gathered the shades of the rose. The 
little house was a studj* in color. To the young 
man, coming out of the cold spaces of so many 
hoinclcss years, it seemed, that night, like a new 
and glowing science, which it would take him as 
long to command as to possess the mysterious nature 
of his wife. ' Doth awed him. lie watdicd her with 
held breath as she moved, gentle with the new 
domestic touch and stir, that sat so strangelj' on 
her. She breathed color, ho thought, as other women 
breathed pale air. 

Avis left him presently to look over some matters 
for his morning class, and herself strolled about the 
house alone. It was one of tho small surprises of 
life to her to find hcrw>lf stnAing tho curtains, and 
patting the pillows, like other women whom she had 
seen u other new houses ; to see that her hand lin- 
gered upon her own door-knobs even, with a caress. 
The thrill of poMession, the passion of home, had 
A awaked Itself In a sleefrfng side of her nature. In 

her own room there waa a reiy fine East India ham- 
mode, woven of a lithe peari-whlto coid, much fli* 
vend Ibr this parpoaa faj people of eaae in tropi- 
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enl oountiics. Avis pnt it thcro, bceaiue, against the 
color of the walls and drai)cr3*, it had a iicculiaiiy 
dcUcato and negligent ciTcct, grateAil to her in the 
confined house. Above it, against a deeplj-stained 
panel, stood her own Melian Venus. 

She flong herself into the hanunodc, and yielded 
to iU light motion idl}-. As idly she thoaght of her 
Ihtoro, of her work, of the sphinx in the cold, 
dosed studio. Not to-morrow, perha|)s, but some 
day, she should convert her delight into deeds. 

It seemed to her a neecssity shnple as the rhythm 
of a poem, or the s^-ntax of a sentence, that the 
world should bo somehow made nobler or purer by 
her happiness. By and by she should know how to 
spcU it out. 

Her husband called her prcsentl}- ftt>m the foot of 
the stairs, and she stole down to him with a beautlAd 
timidit}-. She did not tell him what she had been 
thinking : she fblt as if he understood. This is what 
It is to bo happy, to believe that our thought is 
ahaied before it can bo spared. 

She had esdiangcd her travelling-dress, while she 
was up stairs, for a loose wrapper, over whidi she 
bad thrown a shawl — a crape idiawl — that ho had 
never seen. Ho put his hand upon It, and said, — 

** Yon do not often wear this odoTi Avis. What 
do yon caQ it? '' 

•• It Is carmine." 

•• It looks like a Uvo thing/* 

«• Ills onoof the ootesaada IKntha cooUneali** 
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said Avis. " I have always ihncied that they throb 
with the liib that has been yielded to make them 
I>o3-ottlikeit,rhiUp?'* 

''Like It? How should I know? Toaarainit.'* 
She blushed gently: she was glad he thought the 
carmine -suited her ; she knred It too well to wear It 
at hap*hazard. One of those subtle flmdes which 
the happiest woman does not expect to share with 
theman she loves, came to her Just then. Shewould 
notwear this colorexcept for him. Her sou! seemed 
filled with fine reserves, winding corridors of flmcyy 
dosed rooms of thought, deep recesses of fMliy, 
whidi she cnitained fhnn him by a lofty instinct. ' 

The nature of the wilb withdrew itself with a 
deeper than maidenly rctioence. She fisared lest 
her great love should put into his hands the key to 
a fhir pakco in which she woukl that he ahoold be 
Ibrover an expectant guest. 

«« What are yon thinking. Avis? " he asked her 
suddenly. A certain contraction of her Ibrehead 
whidi ho did not know, and the ftmlUar throbbing 
of the temple, anrestcd him. 

«« I was thinking/* she began, and hesitated. 

** Are not your thoughts to be mins, kite? ** ^ 

He drew her to him slowly. In die rioh color of 
her loose drapeiy she had the poisedi relootant look 
of the fine Jacques rose. 

** 1 was only wooderlog,** she ssld. << I was 
thinking that there are women in the woild iriwse 
hnsbands bato ceassd to hnvo thsoi. I can Urink of 
BoUiing else Uks thaf 
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** Too ooold iMi?«r, under any oonditloiiSi be one 
of tiMMe women," mnnmued the jonng hnelMuid 
nqptaroosly* 

•«I?" nid AtIs, looking for the moment per- 
/ plezed. " I was not thinking of mjself. I wee 
eony for the poor women. But I woald rather be 
■adi a woman than each a man. I begin to be sony 
nnd glad aboat many things, in many strange ways, 
new ways of whidi I never thought. Philip, two 
people who love one another might almost make 
the woiid over, it seems to me. Joy is so strong — 
we are so strong. God will ask a great deal of ns." 

«* K he asks he shall receive," said the yonng 
man solenu^y. He was impressed with her revereni 
mood: he assfaniUted it so perfectly, that he coold 
have thought it was i(n impnUtc of his own whidi she 
rather had perceived and reflected. He asked her 
for a Bible, and hhnsclf suggested that they have 
prayers. With an agitated voice he sought 6od*a 
blessing upon their home and upon their love. 

They tdked no more of lesser things after this. 
Avis moved about hushed and happy ; she sthredf 
potting his books and papers in order upon the table. 
He watched her with eyes beaten fldnt by knre. 

**Toii most not tire yoorself to worii, dear lofe,'* 
•he said. Bhe had never called him so beibre. 

Shivering like a cremona upon which a discord had 

been strack, Avis started, when at the newly-painted 

door of the new little gteaming room, there fell a nd« 

knock. Ilwasthenew«'giiL'' Ostiaodvhnd 
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Ibigotten that there was anybody in the boose hot 
themselves. Avis k>oked at her in gentle perplex* 
ity. It seemed to her a remaikable breach of good 
manners, that the woman should have come at all ; 
and when she said, — 

** An' what is it yes would lave me to get for your 
breakfast?" Mrs. Ostrander could have dismissed 
her on the spot. 

. Philip Ostrander now plunged into his life's work 
with the supreme vigor of Joy. His ambition took 
on the colors of his emotion, and fired feverishly. 
He assumed the dnidgcrics of his position with the 
fervor of a for more conscientious temperament ; and 
its excitements Uxk on the dwnctcr of a thrill. His 
really brilliant but phosphoric nature strengthened 
into honest flame. He was at that time in his life 
a maiked and splendid illustration of the cohesive 
power of a great love. His own wife felled some- 
times to fethom the almost pathetio movement with 
which, in those days, he would turn to her, when he 
came home ftom the lecture -room over>wearied, 
holding out his still tUn hands, and ask her to 
strike a few chords for him upon the piano, saying, 
as he did so, — 

••Harmony, harmoiiyl Avis, I am spent for a 
fcmch of harmony.'' 

And when her eyes only asked hfan what hv 
meant, when she had satisfied hfan as she could, 
wttk her rspnssd, ikh looflh, be woold answer that 
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Lthe bojs had tried him, that sometiiing hail Jamd, 
that there was a discoid in liini. 

''Andyoa/'hesaid, — ''j-oaqnellitall/* And 
tiien lie spoke no more; hot to liimseif he said, 
bowing his fordicad on her jidding hair, ** Who am 
I, that I should win her?" 

H6 was then, at least, as that man should be who 
has gained the allegiance of a strong wife, — an 
■wed and homble man. 

Then his professional woric began to partake of the 
graTitj of his hsfipiness. lY of e sso r Dobdl brought 
to his daughter ftom the green-room of the unirersitf 
n report of her husband's present popularity and pro- 
qiectiTe power in the college, which esdtod her like 
fine wine. For a litlk while that seemed to her, 
added to all the other dements of deep emotion in 
her new life, as much ezdtement as she oould aane^ 
bear. Her own woifc she deferred resuming ftom day 
to day, but neither ihmi that syncope of the will, nor 
ibvcr of feeling, which threatena the integral purpose 
of a woman flret intoxicated by the ddficatioo of 
herself, that grows fttxa ndnistiyto the man she 
hyrca. She reasoned herself thnm^gh her houej moon 
and its sneeeeding weeks with a steady ejt. The 
alMlowas not In order; and she chose mitto pot 
iaio her pietnre — this one pictare, at least — any 

4t IhadadoalaherhalleoiiteBted^: theapfafaixeoQkl 
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with this ctarse. She had not treated Philip se 
well before thdr marriage, that shk need accentuate 
her liasto to pnrrae her personal aims and wishes 
now. Each lingering sign of physical weakness in 
him smote her with a rich revenge. She watched 
the l e ss en ing pallor of his temples with a hidilen 
remorse of which she dared not trust hersdf to speak. 
Sometimes she stole up, and kissed the still proml* 
nent and beating rdn across his forehead, darting 
like a vanished thought then ftom hia outstretched 
arms, and silent afterwards for a long time. One 
day, dtting beside Mm in the ftdl light, she lifted 
his hand, whidi was whiter than her own, in both 
her sendtire, hedthAd palms, and brought her lips 
to it with her sfow and ddicate, deepening touch. 
Then, when he restrdned her, she sat crimson. She ^ 
could not have.sakl whether she was more alhdd of, 
or more sarsgo with, herself. She had nercr 
thought before that she could care to Idas her bus* 
band's hand. 

But in these days she Idt hersdf wasted with 
unsatisfied soirow for all that she had cost Imn. 

For him, he sat blessed and bUnd with km. He 
remembered iriien his daring flmcj had fird asked 
Itsdf, •« What wiU her tenderness be?" Herllgfat- 
esv cnQearmetts. ne v^KOusnv. nteauv iBors uan uts 
abnegation of other women's souls. 

A little tUng chanced at this time which gare 
AtIb a deep pleasure, and whidi threw a certain 
aHaaKNur. er en .in her hndiaad'a own erea. Ofw hia 
b d g htanl^ p o p u l a ft ^y ta the oolkBt. 
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Danng tiie two ytan of trftyel and itody whidi 
bad preceded Ostmnder'a oonnection with Hannoath, 
U hiKl befiUlen him, ono Lcipsic vacation, to find 
-bimaelf ao exhanated with the term'a wotk, that liifc 
Gennaii phjaidan ordered an immediate aeii*voyage. 
Ostraoder, never loath to yield himaelf to a new aen- 
aation, rcadilj threw aaide the biboratory life marked 
out Tor thai aommer, and Joined a fellow-stadent on 
one of thoeo aimleaa espcditiona ao alloring to a 
joong, nnandiorod foncy, ahipping on a trader, 
which, for angfat they cared, might have been booked 
Ibr the Chineae Seaa or the River Styx. It chanced 
that they were driven by galea oat ot their expected 
coarse, which skirted the South Seas, and found 
themadvcs in the Fanmotu Archipelago, somewhere 
fai the track taken first by the Wilkes Expedition, and 
thereby opened since to navigators and missionariea. 
They andiored for some canse, one day, off an island 
to the north-east of Tahiti, — a small coral island 
uninhabited by man. Ostrandcr ami his ftiend rowed 
oat, o ve r come by an emotion which th^ were still 
joaog enough to try and express to one another, 
nod beached their boat upon this maiden ahore. But 
Oatrander, after the first thrill had apent itself, wan- 
dered away into the heart of the place, findhig hhn* 
adf as nnable to ahare the impression it produced 
upon hfan aa he would have been to ahaie the heart 
of a woman with another man. He plunged on 
ftom beckoniog thicket to beckoning thkket, reeling 
Bifc^ ss iBiflsiflasad. evssDiM. MFBsn na cansa to 
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himsdf, he was in a wild place alone. It 
the bank of a small stream, fair but fcarfld to him. 
The virgin repose of the trees, the startled look of 
the strange fiowers, the retreat of unaeen and un- 
known cfcatnres mstUng through the undcigrowth 
at his approach, actonniaed the nature of hia de 
lil^t 

Suddenly, aa he sat reverent there, n bird — the 
island waa peopled with rare birds — aettled alowly 
overhiahead, and alighted on a caotns near him. It 
waa a huge creature, snow-white, and dropped like 
an angel ftom the burning sky. 

A tide, of feeling half terror, half Joy, o ^ei s w ept 
the roang man, aitting there with nptomed Ikce, 
gone white to the lips* edge. 

Peihaps there waa not a young adentist in the 
worid but woukl have risked yean of hia life to be 
in Ostrander'a place at that moment. 

The name and nature of that bird were unknown 
toadence; and the j'oong man knew it. It seemed 
to him as if Nature laughed in hia ihoe. She hehl 
out this one sequestered, shining thouglit of hen, 
this white fanqr that ahe had hkiden ftom the worid, 
and nodded, crying, ** Catch it if yoa can I CUa- 
aiiy my unwon mood in your bald human hire. 
Many my choicest tendemeos to your dull flitnre if 
yoo wHL See, I hnve waited for yoo. I have kept 
mj treasure back from the eye and hand of other 
JDMB* Toon it shall bOt yoon only, yoon, yoon I ' 

Aa finr the bM, it aliirsd drolliv ott the aeadel 
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cactai. Ostruider grasped his gon, dropplDg to hii 
hands and knees. The bounding of his heart de- 
layed his shaking aim. 

He sought to calm himself. Ilis fhtoro lay bal« 
anoed upon that long, shining, shuddering barrel 
To capture that bird was fame : soatlcastthositna* 
tion presented itself to the joung man. "When we 
are joong, nothing seems quite so likely to happen 
as glory. He grew pale, with faint finger on the 
trigger. The bird stood perfectly still. 

One day in the class-room it occurred to Ostran- 
dcr to tell tliis stoiy. When he had reached this 
point he paused, shaken by the retrospect of one of 
the most muscular emotions that his life had known. 

«' Gentlemen/' he said, «' the bird stood st^. It 
tamed its head and looked at me : its eyes shone 
with a sipgulnriy soft, pleased light. I lowered the 
gun. IIow could I fire? I crept towards it. It waa 
m beantiflil creature. It did not more : I thought 
it was gratified at the sight of me. It acted as if 
it had nerer seen a man before : I do not suppose It 
ever had. I crawled along; I stretdicd out my 
iiaiid: and yet it did not fly. I touched it — I 
sliokod it VnOk this hand I stroked that magnlfl- 
oent, nnknown crcaturo. It dkl not shrink. I 
took out mj Imift, opened it, bid it down. Tin 
biid looked at me oonfldiqgly. I put the blade to 
its throafti but it wouki not stir. It trasted mel 
Oentlemea, I eane wmj'^l could ar* Idll the 
nni* 
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For a moment after the young professor told tUs 
story, his repressed ibeling extended itself, like the 
shade of a powerfbl dood, upon the class; and 
then the boys broke into a passion of cfaeen that 
out-rang till the old college walls trembled like a 
being surprised by something in its own naturo that 
it had never peroeived before. Ostrander had be- 
come the demi-god of the term. 

He came home to his wiib, that afternoon, much 
moved by this little experience. He called her sev- 
eral times, and, receiving no answer, sought and 
found her in their own room. 8he was in the ham- 
mock under the Venus. The weather was warm, and 
she was lightly covered with a white muslin neg- 
Ug^e. The instinct of the English tongue has done 
no better yet than to level the artistic possibilities 
of this garment to the word *^ wrapper." As she 
lifted her head at his knock in her poised way, and, 
slipping tnm the hammock, stood to reodvo him, 
h<^ii)g the long white fokis of her dress, he looked 
at the Venus behind her, and said,— 

*^ How like yoa are to one another ! And I hare 
known you so long, and never thought of it till this 
moment. Tlim your head — so. There. Yes.*- 
What were you doing knre, when I came in?'' 

*• I was at woric." 

"Atworic?" 

•'lliinkii«whcrolhad better put— what I shall 
do about the stodto ? " sakl Avis. 

•^Ohthsstndiol-^yBa. We must attend to that 
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to-momyfrf immediately/' said Ostrander lightly. 
He was thinking about the bird and the boys. He 
began at onee to tcU her abont it. Iler fkee flushed 
with a divine light. Nothing could have happened 
to her which would have so kindled her tender eyes. 
If the sphinx, standing with her patient face to the 
wall in the ckMed studi », had herself put on the 
wings of fanmortality that summer afternoon, wonki 
the woman have turned her proud head to see her 

ayi 

They sat down side by side, like diUdren, in the 
hammock. Avis toudied the floor with the tip of her 
slender long foot; she lifted her srms thnidly, and 
wound his hair about her finger; they looked in one 
another's cjes through a sweet distance, like Cupid 
and I^yche through the dark. 

FhQip Ostrander that day saw his Ihture as the 
people saw the fhoe of Moses, shining so as it must 
bevelled. They had been four months married, and 
bis wifb was as sacred a marvel to him as on the day 
when he first touched her reluctant hand. Kot one 
dmni of the bod was missing fhxn the ^ory of the 



11 DeqiM bejood the lowest deeps in her nature were 
jl jot unwoa. Qs manhood gathered itsdf to be 
j woftlgr of their masteiy • He Mi hhaself to have 
takaa a supnoM Uea upon aa evhansfless joy> 
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«• TT*S the drain, mem, asis piayin' theflMlon me, 

1 bad luck to itr* 

Mrs. Ostrandcr's third '<giri''— the third that is 
in point of continuity, not in eotemponneity — met 
her at the fkont-door with these portentous words. 
Mrs. Ostrander, radiant fhmi an hour in her old 
studio in her fhther's orchard, came in, shutting out 
the August morning, and repeated with a perplexity 
whidi would have had a toudi of the supeib in it, 
if it had not been something at once too pitiftal and 
too ludicrous, — 

"The— drafaf" 

** The kitchcn-drain, mem, as has reftasod onlircfy 
to take the dane tca-lcaves fhmi the sink, but oasts 
them bade upon me hands, the vagabond 1 " 

'•I dkl not know there had to be— drains in 
sinks," saki Mrs. Ostrander with an expressioa of 
recoil, ** I never trrsmlnfd one. Gould not ours be 
fixed to woik without? What must we do about it, 
Julia? '* 

««Tesmnsthaveamaatoit,msm,'' add she of 
Effia, with a sweet superior smile* 

Venr Will,'' sakl Mia. Ostnadsr with a sigh d 
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lelief. ** Wo win tcncl for a carpenter at once. 
Mr. Oetrandcr shall attend to iU You cr Ji go now, 
Jolia. Is there any thing more yon wished to say? '' 

** It's the chramy-tartar I am hickin' for me aike, 
mem; and the batter is out against dinner : but that 
Is an, mem, barrin' the limon for the pics, and the 
Jeny-straicer, as they slipped me mind when the 
grocer come, being np to do the beds, mem, at 
the time ; and the hole in the pantry-windy that lets 
the rain upon the floocr-barrcl, as 3'crsclf complained 
of the mould in the biscuit. That's all I think of at 
the minute, savin' Mr. Ostrandcr's company." 

** Mr. Ostrandcr's company? " blankly flrom Mrs. 
Ostiandcr. 

** It's meself as wctt-nigh forgot it tUl this bUssid 
minute, on account of ironin'-day and the brcakibst 
■o late, yo'n own ycrsclf, mem," penitently IVom 
Julia. *' But it's himself as left word wid me while 
yei was gone, as there would bo four gentlemen to 
dinner. 

"Hare we — I suppose we hare dinner enou^ 
In the house for four gentlemen?" asked Aris a 
Httlo nervously. She Uked FhiUp to (bcl that hla 
Mends were welcome ; and she had thou^^t, with a 
eeitain soom, of femilies that were iqjurod by the 
appearance of a guest on ironing-day. She waa 
soro that a narrow bospltaUty must indicate either a 
narrow heart or a dutt head. Any flunOy in a 
mfwrily Faeultjyjninsti of couisOf be expected to 
neshrs laiga^ and tnftgaHuHj. Avia was qultt 
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used to this. But she had never been able to under 
stand why aunt Chloe found it a necessary condition 
of this state of things to make the puddings herself. 
The poUtical economy of any intcUigent homo im 
pUed a strict division of labor, upon whidi she was 
perfectly resolved not to infringe. A harmonious' 
home, like a star in its orbit, should UKn-e of itself 
The service of such a home should be a kind of bUnd 
intelligence, like a natural law, set in motion, to be 
sure, bj' a designer, btit comixstcnt to its own final 
cause. Besides, as Philip had sakl, she had not 
married him to be liis honsckeeiier. 

** It's the ixNind and half of steak for the two 
of you we has," obscr\'cd JuUa pcacefhU}*. '* An' 
the butcher liad gone before Mr. Ostrnnder let on a 
won! about the gintlcmin; and coUcgo gintlcmin, 
mem, eats mostly awibl." 

It was not much, pcriiaijs, to set herself now to 
conquer this Utile occasion ; not much to descend 
ftom the sphinx to the drain-pipe at one ibU swoop ; 
not much to watch tlic potatoes whlk» Julia w.ent to 
market, to answer the door-ben whihs the JcUy waa 
straining, to dress for dinner after her guests were in 
the iNirlor, to resolve to engage a table-girl to- 
morrow because JuUa tri|}ped with the gray}-, to sit 
wondering how the ironing was to get done while 
her husband talked of Greek sculpture, to bring 
creation out of duos, law out of disorder, and a 
dear head out of wasted nerves. lijRi is oomposed 
oTsuflh ttttls strains; sod ths sitistic tsnaps ra ment 
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is oofy mora tensitiYa to, lint can never hope to 
eacape them. It was not mnch; bat let os not 

Ifoiget that it is nnder the friction of each atoma, 
that women tu simpler, and so, for that yoke, Ihr 
a^xonger, than Aria, have yielded their fives sa a 
borden too heavy to be borne. 

That one day wore itself to an end at laat, of 
eonrse, Uko others of its kin. It waa what Avia had 
already learned to caU a day well wasted. She waa 
ao ezhansted, what with the heat of the weather and 
the Jar of the hooaehold machinery, that ahe acaroe^ 
noticed her hnaband, when, after their gneata had 
gone, he came in to the cool darimeaa of the parior, 
and thiew himself in the chair beside her to say 

MsUyf— ' 

"Tlied,Avis?" 

Everybody knows moments when to be aaked if 
one ia tirod aecma in itself a Idnd of insnlt, and to 
be aaked in that tone, an nnendorablo thing. Bat 
H waa not in Avia'a poised and tender temper to 
drissto oat her Uttle irritations as if they were matters 
of eonseqnence. And her hnsband's greater physical 
dollciu^ had abeady tang^t the six-months' wifo the 
oQenoa of her own. She replied, after a moment's 
ponse, that she shoald soon rest. 

** I am sorry to have yoo conoemed so nmdi in 
tida domeatio flnny," began Ostrander. Avia turn ed 
her head with a alight contraction of the brow, io 
have kft the coiors without the dryiog-oil npon her 
and aamndsMd her whole aumnar's digr to tha 
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' task of making one haimonloas foct of the week's 
Ironing and foor round, red, huQgiy alamni, and then 
to have her moderate, but at least gradous and ordcrfy 
success called a ** fluny," was one of those fittle 
dulnesses of the mssmline fbncy whidi she was 
loath to admit In Fhilip,— Philip, whose fine per- 
ception, and idiot mig^t be called almost a^tact of 
the imagination, had alwaya from the first been so 
winning to her. 

** It must not be," proceeded her hnaband with 
aome deepening sincerity in his aflbolionate tonea. 
** We muat have better-trained aervioe for you. V 

*^We muat, I think, — I have been thinking it 
over to-day, — have mora aervico," replied Avia. 
** It accmed aa if Jufia ought to take care of two 
people. And there are your ooUi^ge-debta to be got 
•off, whatever happena ; but I cannot think it right 
to get along ao any longer." 

** Certainly not," aaid Ostrander promptly: **you 

must have what relief you need, my dear. Do not 

. burden yourself to wony over those debts. At 

most, aa I have told you, three thooaand would 

.cover the wIm^, and a part of that ia already 

dcaied." 

. Avia did not answer. This point of the debts 
waa rather a aenaltive one between them. Philip 
thought he had ezpUdned it aU to her before their 
marriage. Avia thou^t he had not made it quite 
dear. Of course die dindy undordood that ho had 
Inenmd pt*<«-i^^ Hahllitfaia for Ua edneotioot Ifhs 
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otber jornig men in AmcricA, whose belongings nnd 
beginnings were unendowed. Dut her way wmild 
hare Ixicn to have stmiglitencd all that before incur- 
ring the rialcs and obligations of a liome. Still, 
with Philip's good salary, and her own little income 
that fell to her fVom her mother, — and surely when 
she herself was well at work, — there need be no 
trouble about It. And, of course, if lliilip thotiglit 

^ he exi>laincd it to her, he must have done so. It 
^ \ was sIm who had been dull. She aigiied this slight 
point with herself sometimes with an earnestness 
whidi she could not Justii)' to lierself, without a 
glance at some far, crouching motive set deep like a 
^"^ sunken danger in her thought, at which it did not 
^ seem worth while to look scrutinizingly. Any 
thought of her husband which was not open as the 

-^ mid-day to her heart and his, was beneath the ro- 
I'qicctof attention. Iler most distinct annoyance in 
this, and other little points whidi mfght occur \o her, 
was, periiaps, the first baflling consciousness of a 
woman, that there may be laws of perspective in 
her husband's nature with which courtship had not 
made her clearly acquainted. 

'« It wfll an come riglit/' said Ostrander in a 
oomfortabto tone, turning to go. *'And now I 
most get to eoDcgc, or I shall bo hite." lie looked 
back across the k>ng parlor; the ckwed blinds and 
dark drapeiy cast a moveless green shadow upon 
Avla'a fhoe, that made h<>r kwk pale and 0). Os- 
back. Ha had not readied the point 
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of coq}ugal culture at whidi a man can go happily 
away, leaviog a shade upon Ills wife's fiiee. He 
came bade, and said, more tenderly than a husband 
who has been six months' married may be expected 
to speak upon an espeehdly busy day,— > 
«'U1iatisit,love?" 

" Nothing worth getting bte to redtatkm for, 
PhiUp." 

'' You tireyouraelf going so far and so often to 
your father's. . We must boild yon a stodki at home, 
I think." . 

*' I do not get to flither's so ofttn as to tira my- 
aelf," said A\*is with a slight emphasis, but with 
' a brightening brow. •« But Indeed, FhiUp, I begin to 
be a little impatient for m}' regular and sustained 
work. Wo Imve changed girls so much— and with 
all the Commencement company — sonething has 
oontinually happened to embarrass my plans so far. 
But do not look trouUed, my darihig. It Is not aU 
worth one such look as that." 

She leaned to him loviogly ; she was comforted by 
his tenderness ; she bkmed herself for adding one 

feast anxiety of her own to his crowded cares, ^^licn 
ho said that all this must be cfaan^, and that she 
at least shouhi not be edmustcd bdow the kn-el of 
her work, if they had to dose the house, and boaid, 
her heart Ughtened at Us tboughtftdhess. Her little 
dllBoultiea flised like rain<bops into a golden mist. 
She was sure that she saw her way throu^ them, and 
U{joiid tlM^ to thai •• ensfsr of days" wUdi Baton 
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liad mde impenitiY« to her. When her haibuid 
ctOcd after lecture, tnd asked if he might go to the 
•tn^ with her, and aee what she was doing, her 
heart Hfted aa it did when they two stood there he- 
neath the apple-bonghs, learning love and sorrender 
of the fUling blossoms, now so long ago. She 
looked her ftitnre in the fkoo with aspiration larger, 
because deeper than her maiden days had known. 
With lore as with God, all things are possible. 

Avis had that day rctondied the sphinx. She 
turned the easel, and she and her husband stood 
before it silently. Against a deep sky, pa^yltant 
with the purple soul of Egypt, the riddle of the agea 
rose with a certain majesty whidi Ostiander may be 
excused for thinking few hands could hare wroui^t 
ttpodk it. 

Avis had commanded with consummate skill the 
tint and the troublo of heat in the tropical air. It 
was mid-moming with the sphinx. The lessening 
ahadow ML westward from her brow. The desert 
unmarked by foot of man or beast ; the sky 
by wing of Urd. The diild of their unkm 
looked acnaa them to the east. 

** Staring strai^ on with cafan eternal cjes.'* 
The sand had drifted to her solemn breast. The 
Bettys feet of her no eye can see, the ea^'s wioga. 
flC her aro bound by the hands of unrelenting years s 
iNilyher adgli^ fees remains to answer what the 
haro denmnded, and shaD forarei ask of hsf • 

VpoB lUs fees AtIs had spent eoanettiiv of her 
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best strength. The crude KnUan featmea she had 
recfaiseUed, the mnfilated outline she had restored; 
the soul of it she had created. 

She dkl not need the authority of Herodotoi to tell 
her that the fece of the sphinx, in ages gone, was 
ftill of beauty. The artist would haTs aaid, «* Who 
dared to doubt it?" 

Yet she was f^ to hare wise men ooorinced that 
thia giant Ideal was ones young and beautiflil, like 
any other woman. If there were a touch of pnrriy 
feminine feeling In this. It wss of a sort too lofty to 
exdte the kind of smile wUch we bestow upon most 
of the consdonsness of sex which cxpressss Itself in 



A poet of our own time has articulated the qwech 
of one phase of womanhood to one type of manhood 
thua,— 

''I torn tnm you aqr cheeks sad sffs, 
Mj heir which yoa ■hall tee no smnl 
Alas for lore tliat nerer dicti 
Alas for Joy that went befoiel 

Only my llpe still tarn to yon. 

Only my Ups thst oy, Bcpcnf 

With somsthing of the undertow of these woids 
AtIs wss at this Ume stno^iqg in the makiqg of 
her picture. Grare aa the desert, tender aa the sky, 
strong as the silenos, the parted Ups of ths n^jato* 
rious creature aeeoMd to apeak a petfect word. Yet 
hi ito deep syea fitted an expectant look that did not 
aatiaQrher; meanings were in thsm which she had 
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not muteied ; qncstlonings troabled them, to whidi 
her inuigination had found no controlling reply. 

'* It is a great pictare," said her husband heartily, 
alter long and silent study. She flushed Joyously. 
Just then she would rather hear these words ftouk 
liim than ttom the whole round world besides. 

*' I am not satisfied yet," she said. ** The eyes 
baffle me, Philip." 

** They ought to baffle you ; they ought to forerer: 
else yon would have failed," he answered. ' ** Let 
that picture go now. It isn't right to waste it on 
one blessed, unworthy sort of fellow like me. Let 
as much of the world as has been created fit to 
understand you, have the si^hinx at once." 

**I cannot be understood till I have understood 
myself," said his wife in a low voice. *' The picture 
must wait — now — a while." 

** You should know best ; but I hope you'll not 
mistake about it," he replied, jiekling himself to 
the influence of the picture, with only a superfldal 
attcntfon to her words. ** That, I have noticed, is 
the peril of thoroughly trained women. Once reaUy 
fit to do a great thing, their native conscientiousness 
and timidity become, I sometimes think, a hea^ior 
brake upon thehr sncoess than the more ignorant, 
and thereibrs mors abandoned enthusbsm. VRkj^ 
in reason, should the sphinx wait any k>Qger?" 

**Noi In reason perhaps, only in IMiqg; and an 
artislcanneverbobnisqnewithafoeliqg. Thspio^ 
wait, FUl^p— a llttls fe^^ '' 



The depth of her tone arrested his scrutiny; and 
the eyes which she lifted, turning ftom the solemn 
splihix to him, held themselves like annunciation 
lUics in a breaking mist. 

It was not long after this that lYoftssor Ostrander 
received impcrati\*e tetegraphio summons to his dd 
home in New Hampshire. His mother lay very ill. 
A succession of those little distractions incident to 
young peoiile who have Just jielded themselves to 
the monopolizing daim of their own home, together 
with the brief trip to the sdentifle convention whidi 
Ostrander had taken at the outset of the vacation, 
had dchiycd their longer and more kborious Joui'ney 
up to this time. Avis, upon the reception of the 
message, said at once that she should go with him. 
They set out tliat night, oppressed ^b}* a diiTeriog 
weight of feeling, of which neither cared to speak. 

They found themselves in tlie fiice of a calm, In- . 
evitable death, which s<!cmcd rather an awe to the 
son, and an anguish to tlie daughter. 

Avis trod the dreaiy oil-doth of the narrow stairs 
to the 8lck*room with an acnte*sense, such as she had 
never known before, of what it meant to live and die 
in these dumb countiy homes. Poor, narrow, solitaiy 
home I Poor, plain, old mother, watching so long 
for the son who had not come. She forced herself 
to remember with some distinctness how imperative 
her husband's reasons had been for not coming be- 
fore. She dismissed the neighbora and old Mends 
who Mtn In aiftandanfla. — m1 hafaelf* bavins 
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Fliillp to rat within soand of her Toioc, watched 
out the night — forthefint time in her life — alone 
with a djiog ihoe. 

Slie found it a reticent, fine fboe, on wlioee gray 
aolemni^ sat a strange likeness to the youth and 
beauty of the son. Towards morning, when Mrs. 
Ostrandcr, stirring, spdce, she bent, and kissed her 
passionately. 

*«Thank you, dear,'' said the old lady with a 
painless, pleasant smile. 

•• I have lived without a mother,'' cried Avis, 
headlong with regret and grief. ** I am so glad I 
am not too late I Now yon Uss me, I know wliat it 
Is like." 

" Thank you, dear," came the answer onoe again 
qufetfy. "Is Philip here?" 

'«Oh,yesI ShaUIspcak tohim?" 

** No, do not disturb him," said his mother In 
the pathetic, uncomplaining tone which solitude gives 
to i^ndous age. *' I would not break the poor boy's 
nap. And I like to see you. You are my daughter, 
ay son Philip's wife. You made the portrait for me 
of my son. It was kind in -Philip to send me his 
portrait, because I do not see him very <rflen. You 
have a gentle hand, my dear. You are a good 
daughter." 

«'I am n heart-broken daughter!" cried Avis. 
•«Whydidyounot sendfiyr us? We dkl not think 
—did not know— Philip did not understand how 
feeble n summer you have had. loan seehowlft has 
YoBdUnoltsausI" 
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" I have had — rather — a feeble summer — yes," 
said the sinking woman with some eifort of speech; 
"but I have needed nothing. My son has been 
always a good son. I knew he would come when he 
could. I did not want to trouble him. I have never 
lacked for any thing. Did you have a pretty wed- 
ding, n^- dear?" Her mind seemed to slip and 
wander a little with this ; for she spoke of Philip's 
fiither, dead now these twenty years ; and then she 
called to him, bidding him And the wedding-slippers 
In the bureau-drawer, that she hod saved for her 
son's wife ; then reiterating that Philip had been a 
good son, and she had wanted nothing, tnmed^to 
Avis once again, to say i^logctically, — 

"They had got so 3*cllow, my dear, and I had not 
seen your (bot. Philip thought they woukl not fit, 
when he was hero, and I showed them to him. I'm 
glad you had a pretty wedding. Philip thought it 
was too oold for mo to go. He was always carcibl 
to think when I would take cold. He was quite 
rig^t. But I'm glad to know it was a pretty wed- 
ding. Baise me up, my dear, and let me lock at 
you again." 

Avis lifted her with her strong young arms easily 
against the pillows, and the two turned to one 
another. " In the chill before the dawnii^ " some- 
thing seemed to stir from ^ye to eye between them, 
and to crawl cold about the heart of the wiib, like a 
thought created to be of the creeping things forever, 
to wUdi rectitude of gyt and OQtrigbtness of speeohf 
fofWddea* 
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Had Philip— Philip, wIkmo tenderneM was lilra 
the ereation of a new passion in the worid-^some- 
how, somewhere, in some indcflned sense, neglected 
his mother, — liis old mother, side and alone? It 
was not a question for a wii^ to ask: it was not 
one for a mother to answer. Like spirits, the two 
women met eadi other's ejes, and neither spoke. 

Waitstill Ostrander (such was her poetic, Puri- 
tan name) died that nig^t. Her son was with her, 
tender and sorrowfol, to the last. Bnt a little be- 
fore the stroke of midnight she turned her fooe, and 
said,— 

** He was a good boy — ha was alwajs a good son 
to me. I ncTcr lacked for anj thing. Your fiither 
will bo Incased, Philip — that joa had — a pretty 
wedding. Now I want — my daughter. Avis." And 
In Aria's arms and on Apis's heart slie drew her 
last nnoomplaining breath. 

Philip and Avis were together after the foneml, 
drearily busied with all the little matters about the 
house whidi required the woman's and the dan^ter'a 
touch before they left. Avis was standing rererent- 
ly before an open bureau in their mother's room. She 
had Just lifted ftom their old*ikshioned swathings and 
scents of linen and larender those sacred yellow satin 
shoes which had never ventured to the pretty, wed- 
ding. Thcbilrst smooth, snave touch upon her palm 
gaEvehei sometldi^ almost like an efectrie shodc* To 
eonooal the intensity of her momentaiy fodlng, of 
vUflli aha amU noi JttsI thoo speak to hsr hasbafid. 
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she laid them down^ and b^gan to tolk of other 
things. 

** Philip," she said, *< there was a woman,— a 
young woman in gray, I think, — who cried so bitterly 
at the foneral, that she attracted my attention. Do 
yo remember? 61ie went up and kissed poor mother 
on tlie forehead. She had dark eyes ; and I amsure 
the shawl was gray. Do you know who it was?" 

<* It might have been Jane Gray, or Susan Wan*- 
maker, possibly: I hardly know. Both have daik 
eyes, and both were nei^ibon of mother's," said 
Ostrander thoughtftdly. ** Susan Wanamaker waa 
always yery fond of her," be added with an increaa- 
log interest. ** I think you must have beard ma 
qwak of Susan?" 

** No, I do not remember that you have." 

**.I did not have a suitable chance to apeak to 
her." proceeded Ostrander: ** I ought to have done 
80. It was an old fHenJ. All the neighbors aeem 
to have been very kind to mother." Thna he diat- 
ted on, to divert her, of Indiiferent things. Avis 
said nothing Jqst then ; bAt prsaently ahe asked, — 

** Of course you addedj'our own urgent Invitation, 
Philip, to mine, that mother shoukl have come to 
our wedding? " 

•« Why, of course," said Ostrander. ** But cer- 
tainly ahe could not have come. The weather waa 
for t9o cold, and I really don't know what we could 
)iave done with her exaotty. But I waa ao abaofbed 
then, mj daiUiy, that I am aftafcl I don't 
aboot it aU as daaity aa I o^jhL" 
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In troth he did not; and it was this veiy iholt 
perhaps, that Ayis brooded over with the most 
definite discontent. She had lialf Ibaiedy standing 
there with the poor little old wedding-shoe in lier 
liand, that he woold torn to heri flasldng across it, 
and ask her if she thooght liim capable of a sli^t 
to his mother. That he had not even perodTod that 
the dreomstanoes were soggestiye of neglect was 
in itsdf pecoliarly painltal to her. His natoie had 
slipped so lightly away from an experience onder 
which her own was writhing, that she felt at a loss 
to onderstand him. 

She folded the white slipper with tender flngers, 
to take it home. Feihaps Philip coold not be ex- 
peoted to know what a sacredness it woold have 
addedtohermairiage-daytohayewomit. Ftehaps 
no man coold. Perhaps this wss one of the differ- 
enoss, one (^ the things that it meant to be a man, 
not to ondcfstand soch matters. Gently she tried 
to think so. Bot she stood looking across the slope 
of the near chordi-yard to the locked, oppiesslte 
UHs, with a don pain fixr whidi she wished she 
coold hare Ibond the tears. When her hosbaad 
esme op, and laid his hand open hsr shonUer, 
^'rr'^g to see what she saW| she pointed to the 
mmiitains, and said, — * 

•« How lean thqr kMk ! Howpaichedl Andsh* 
uvea ^ snoc m nere — * sefeuiy years. 

«« Don't grieve sol*' mUL Ostrander tenderly, 
woold never have been hivigr m^ 
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uei. 

He kissed bar, and went down stairs to see 
boodqg Hm portnll tHT tiw momlag'B 
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CHAPTER XY. 



"■CMf th> •}% oC Ood en M* tte mi 

Mi wtfnKHjt SMS ctuljr ramuoflnrinipk 
Hmi d tMUs IMafi. ... As nu ad 

ftonklm,Mi4aMHi 



liiaotoMjr,tkt 
lis Us koctaoNf 
toMltotaifkt 






THE point At which knre ceases to be |wr m an 
ocoopatioo, is seldoDi iiiori> distinctly defined 
than the line which divides the fire of the sonset 
Arom the calm of the upper sigr* AtIsV knre for 
her wofk was as imperioos as her lore for her hns- 
band, and as loyally slubbom to distraction. 

Said one of the greatest women of this age, 
** Success Is Impossible, unless the passion for art 
o v e i co in e s all desultoij passions/' AtIs found her- 
adf, by dimly shaded gradations, i^iproaching a con- 
dition of serious unrest. She was Bke a creature 
in whom two gods waned. Her nature bent, but 
eonld not break, under the divhie conflict. Tet at 
tUs time die looked across it witii Ann, dear eyes. 
All would come right. These little housdwU oblto- 
cks, experience would disperse* ^Hiej loved eadi 
other, — wlmt could die foar? 

The winler passed dreamily. When her hnsband 
home oo the bitter nights^ her eyes turned to 
ftdl «f n Crast as umiieettvu aad as maeh in 
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the natuie of things. It tiien seemed, as the trust of 
the Hly in the summer wind. He liked best to find 
her in the daik, opaque reds of Uielr littie parior, 
and in the mood of the open fire. She sat wUh her 
books or hef Aetdiing, or in the shadow at the soft 
ptsoo. The usual little feminine bustle of sewing 
he missed without regret. Women fretted him with 
tiieir eternal nervous stitch, stitching, and IkUiomless 
lesearches Into the nature of tatting and crodiet. 
He rather admlrad his wife for sharing so folly his 
ofejectkm to them. Avis was that rare woman who 
had never embroidered a tidy In her lifo. 

** It is as much of an exhaustion of the nervous 
centres to my wife to sew as It would be to me,'* he 
used say at this time, ** and as much, if not more, 
of a nervous waste. She shsll not do If 

It did not occur to him— how should it? — that 
Avis's ezemptkm from this burden was n matter 
requiring any forethought or management ; and ho 
expressed surprise on kaming, by accident one day, 
that the price of two portraiU whidi she had paint- 
ed— her only finished worii — that winter, had 
gone to cover tiM seauMtress's bills. Avis dkl not 
chatter about sndi tilings. She had n fine power of 
selection in her conversation (has not some one well 
saki tiiat conversation Is ahri^ but a sdectlon?) 
which he admired. 

Certain moods beMl her that winter, from wUch 
hestoodafivoC Some tim es, when tiiewiki weather 
ditHNd her from tte brisk walks whkii her stor^, 
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OQt-of-door haUtf had made a neoesBity to her, he 
fiMmd her padog the house, up and dowui ftom 
attic to oeDar, in a lltfiil, and what, in a woman of 
kfli aelf-controt, woold have heen a fretfld waj. He 
apoke to her, and leoeivcd comteoQe hot nncommn* 
nicatiTe answers. Her esres had heoome two heat- 
ing rebds, for wliom liis tenderest thought oonld Ihid 
no amn e sty. Usually, at soch times, she retreated to 
tlie studio (wliidi was now estsbHshed, in a manner, 
intiieattie), andwoikedlleroelytili the early winter 
dark dropped down. Then lie would come up and 
can her, unless he were too busy- If he came, he 
Ibuad her gentle and caim. She leaned upon his 
aim as they went down stairs. 

AtIs left the unfinished sketdi or painting pa> 
tiently.' She said, •' By and by. After a while. I 
must wsit a little." She was still able to aDuie 
herself with the melody of thb refrain, to wUch so 
many hundreds of women's lips haye shaped them- 
sdTCS trembling; while the ears of a departing hope 
or a struggling purpose were bent to hear. 1Mb 
had become a succession of espeetandes. In each 
e xii eiience ehe waited Ibr her foothold upon another, 
befinu finding her poise. Xhne Is more than a 
Ihndfld symbolism in the law iHiich regulates the 
dra w in g of the hmnan fistm. We most be able to. 
take a straight line from the head to the ftet, or our 
picture topples Ofcr. 

W cmm MTi i lfi i ltn d — iwily u cm c n alfcgothcr ■ 
what a drsaiy wm-o-tim-wisp is tUs dd, 
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I had afanost said commonplace, ezpciience, " When 
the ftU sewing is done,** ''When the baby can 
walk," ''When house-cleaning is over," "When the 
company has gone," "When we have got tbnN«h 
with the whoopli«.cou|^," "When I am a little ^ 
stronger," then I wffl write tim poem, or learn the 
huguage, or study the great diarl^, or nmster the 
^impbony; then I will act, dare, dream, become. 
Iferdftd is the Ate that hides from aiqr aMd the | 

prophecy of its still4N)maspirBtloni. . — I 

The winter was over. In the efan-tree outside of 
Avisos chamber^window a robin wae buOdiqg a neet, 
with an eye that withdrew itsdf like a happy secret. 
ATis wstcbod the bird with a bund eympathy. She 
held out her hand, and the litde creatme ate. from H 
after a decoroua heaitatkm. Sheftttahmfykinihip 
wHh the brooding, patient thing. 

In May her baby waa bom,— aeon. A?iswaan 
little Sony for this, but she dfcl not like to say eo : U 

didoyaity to the poor little Ukm. 

Mit 



But when hie fhther asked her if 

teol, she esid,— 
"Iflhadate«)tter 

sUp her.** 
It wae a dettcnie, ailiqg bafagr, and 

little 



at first 
II 



"IdoB*teeewhailheeUldhMtoei7fiBrl*' aaU 
ATle, kwkiiv a Bttfe 
The baby's 
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Mid tUf . He pot on his spectades at the precisa 
a^gle and with the peculiar nib whidi he reserved for 
A pet philosophical problem, and with a kwdlj lerer- 
enoe took the child's fingers— poor, little tpnwhng 
antennas ^opon his own. 

•*What AristoUe and Leibnits and Kant/' he 
asld loftflj, «• woold have yielded their lives to know, 
yon ask, Avis, over-li^tly. FhikMophy will be no 
logger a fragment, but a system, when it has eom- 

iiMi|lod the psychdogical process by whidft one infknt 
ia led to weep.'' 

Aristotle m|^t have had a diance to find ont. Avis 
ttoi^t, if he oookl have had the plcasme of study- 
ing her child Ibr the Urst throe wedu of its Hfb. Bfit 
tte professor watched the child gravely. He had a 
deqi req)ect for a being who coold baifle Aristotle. 

"That baby has cried ever since it was boml"- 
Avis wailed one night, exhansted with sleeplessness. 
'*I widi somebody would take it out of my sight 
and hearing for a while." 

"Why, Avis," said her husband, "don't you 
earo — don't jou ibd any maternal affection for the 
EttieUdiv?" 

"No," cried eveiy quivering nerve in the honest 
JonVBoCher; "notabltl" 

Fethqia, ladeed, she was lacking in what is caDed 
IheaiB tetaal paarion as distinct flxm the maternal . 
^wjtfon. She was perilsetly consdous of bdng 

oU%ed to learn to love her baby like anybody else ; 
•m lea^y she did not fbid the qnaUtiea wUA that 



onlbrtnnate young gentlcmaa developed during the 
eariy part d his existence, those which she was 
wont to consider lovable in men mature characten. 
She Idt half ashamed of herself fbr beii« the^ 
mother of so cross a baby. ) She had supposed that 
children wero gifted by thdr Creator with some 
measuro of reqpeetfortheitelingsof others^ Thia^ 
child seemed to be aa defldent in it^as a young 
batrachian. It moftiltod her, like an evidence o^ 
fll-bffeeding. Avis had never lived in the house 
with a baby ; ndther had Ostrander. llidr vague 
ideas of the main characteristics of infhnqr wero 
drawn as, I think I may safdy say, those of most 
young men and women aro at the time of mar- 
ringe, chiefly fkom noveh and romances, in which 
parentage is represented aa a blindly deifying privi* 
lego, whidi it wero an ineverenoe to associate with 
teething, tlM midnight colic, or an insulBdent in- 



Avis hendf had not escaped the inlhience of 
these golden. If a little hasy pictures. While she 
knew, or supposed that she fdt, many things not 
expected of her, and fUled to fed others which it 
waa proper to fed under the conditiona of maternity, 
yet she cherished in her own way her own ideals. 
But of these she dkl not talk, even to her husband. 
Thtose it waa on^ Ibr her child and hernlf to under- 
stand. Over these, as' over her wedded fen^, Na- 
tnro drew a vefl like those casenwnt aoreeas, which 
to the bsholdsr aro deose'aiid opaqjue, but to the 
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ej9 beld.id thorn glitter with a iUr tnosparenqi 
through wliich all tho world is seen dlTindy iiew% 
Aiid then motherhood was a dBud whidi had nerer 
entered (as in the case of most women) upon her 
phms or visions of life. It was to he learned like 
any other unexpected lesson. 

But the spring was hndding; and in the robins' 
nest at the window the fledglings diirped ; and the 
tender sir stole in on tiptoe ; and her strength waased 
with the leaping weather ; and God made people to 
lore their children: so it must all he well. The 
kind of dumb terror with which she had lain listen- 
log to the diild's ay gave place to a calm exult* 
aace. Now, in a fortnight, in a week, in days, 
to-morrow, she could be at work. 

To be sure the bsby was a fiust; but he was 
natdied by another, — the nutse: from so fldr an 
equation it was not too much to expect a dear solu- 
tion. 

She came out into the sunshine with bounding 
heart. The soul of the spring was 'in her. Her 
most overpow e ring consdousness was one of deep 
religious ftrvor. She thanked God that her life's 
pur pose, for which she believed He hsd created her, 
would be more opulent^ ftilfllled by this experience. 
The baby would ieadi her new words to tdl the worid^ 
—His sad, wrong worid thai the birth of a Uttle 
ehiM had aaved. She foU a deepeniog respect for 
tibe baby. She kissed him ftrvent|y. It seemed 
sipgtdaify obtuse in him to double up Us serious^ 
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Inartistic fist, and put her ^ye out with Uind aodf 
smarting tears. 

«« I hope you like him, Avis," said Coy a Uttle 
doubtltally, one day in June. He was so pre-eml- 
nently uninteresting compared with her baby, that 
she really felt some uncertainty on the nature of 
Avis's feelings ; and then Avis said so little 1 • 

«« Certainly," said Avis, looking up rather wearily 
flom the wedc's wash which she was sorting, — a 
snowdrift fktsHy deepened by all these little gar- 
ments whose name and nature were still a mystery to 
her, and, if the truth must be tokl, produced more a 
sense of irritation than of poetry on her ikm^, dnoe 
she did not see that her love for her son required 
that she should know whether the seaUop on his 
flannd petticoat was ironed the wrong way, — «* cer- 
tainly I like him ; but I don't understand why, when 
he is put on the bed, he doesn't go to sleep. P. is 
very inoonTenient,-^ crying so, when it is proper for 
him to take a nap. Why," osid Avis, lifting her 
grave eyes, '* />liMi him a grmU deal €/ irombUI " 

Coy, who thought it q[uite in the order of things 
that her baby should be three BKmths the older, dnoe 
naturally Avis couMn't got on (she never had) in 
a^y real thing that had got to be dans without her 
advisory coundl,— C(>y gMpcd, and folt It u s e l ess 
to remonstrate that aeomiog, even about the little 
shirts which poor Avis was undcntood to have 
trusted the nurse to sew. 

We hear and think mneh of te msAed dajuoi 
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' Uftf the ilgiud-staiioiMi of gloom or gbulMOTy tha 
weddings tho birth, the burial, the daj that lent ita 
ear like a prieet to love's first oouftesioii* One may 
dare artrtcirt that «»ww>n g these 

" Days which qniver to their roots 
Whene'er yon stir the dust of ittch a dsj/' 

there strikes in the lives of most of ns one deeper 
than tliej all, — that day when we heard tho first bit- 
ter word fhim lips which would once have breathed 
ibeir last to win oor kisses. Do you not remember 
how the sun struck out tho fifi^nro in tho carpet? 
The reflrain of the bird that flew singing past the 
window ? What the pattern of the sofa-cushion was 
on whidi you sat gazing? How the Parian Venus 
tombled fhmi the bracket, when, going out, he 
■Uwmtftii the door? How she swept away to the 
piano, and the little polka that she played with bent 
beadto hide the tears? You turned that carpet, you 
eorered the cushion long ago, for economy's sake, 
yon tfaou^t. Ah, me I It must have been for econo- 
B7, too, that the broken Venus was never mended, 
but lies hidden in your bureau-drawer ; and let me 
bear you play that Uttle polka if you dare 1 

Avfs's baby seleotod one July night, when the 
t h i innouiet er stood at ninety degrees in the heart of 
the IHtie town , to eiy , with a p e i 's e v eia nee worthy of 
■0 noble a causey ftom nine o'dock In the stifling 
wi^ tm thrse in the exhausted dawn, doubtless ftr 
whMi wen metaplydeal^y sattafhotoiy to 
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himself* Philip Ostrander, not finding In them any 
distinct bearings upon the natural sciences, was, as 
might be expected, less of an enthusiast in the mat- 
ter. He took his plUow, and vacated the scene of 
action. He had some time since readied the stage 
at whidi a man first perodvesthe ftill value and final 
cause of the "spare room,"— an Institution not 
created, as we have cnidcly sup|iosed, for a chance 
guest, but for the relief of the father whose mom- 
Ing duties deariy require a flill night's rest. It cer- 
tainly was pkiln enough that Mr. Ostrander couU 
not conclnct the morning rcdtation if he had been 
kepi awake all night ; and his weak lung forbade his 
carrying the baby. Avis said. 

The poor giri wore that teirible July out as best 
she mi^t, in the deepening reserve whidi mother- 
hood only of all forms of human solitude knows. 

On this particuUir morning she came down late 
and wan. The fierce, free fire of her superb eyes 
had given way to the bwrni-in look of anxious pa- 
tience, whIdi marks a young mother out from all 
other young creatures In the world. Her husband 
sat irlth a distuibed Upo at a disorderiy table. 

** Avis,'* he began, without k>oking up to see how 
she was, " the cracked wheat is soggy again.'* 

Avis Par a moment made no reply : she eould not 
for sheer surprise. The husband's tone, breaking in 
upon her exhaustion of mifid and body, gave her 
sooMthing of the little shock that we foel on findiiv 
our paper give out in the middle of an absoibiqg 
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sentenoe. When die spokei die said gently, but 
with eome dignity, «• 

«« I am Sony, If^p: I will speak about it" 

** And the ereanii" proceeded Philip, ** !■ aoor. 
The ateak was cold ; and the coffee will give me a 
bOioaa headadie bef<»e night. I really don't see 
why we can't have things more comfortable." 

** We certainly must, if they are ao Teiy nncom* 
Ibrtable," refdied his wiib with rather a pale smUe, 
striTing, she coold hardlyhare told why, to torn the 
discnsslon into a Jest ** Bat yon remember yon 
didn't many me to be yoor hoosekeeper, Philip 1 " 

Philip Ostrander pushed his dudr back without a 
smile, folded his napUn with the pecnliar masculine 
emphasis which says, I can hold my tongue, ibr I 
am n gentleman; but i# is doggedly hard woricl 
Then tumiog, with arerted Ikoe munnured through . 
his dosed teeth, ~ 

** Yes, I remember. I don't know what we were 
elthsr of us thinkiQg of 1 " 

With this he took his hat and strode away to col- 
1^, In the aaered summer light, to conduct the 
monlog ptmyen of a thousand peroeptlTe and rs- 
ceptlTe boys* 

AtIs sat for a little while at the uninWting break- 
lhst4able; she tasted the coM coflbe, and aent JuBa 
away with her qrmpathetfc if a little bitter tea: she 
ftlt too weak to eat She feoked out Into the dm- 
bnmoh, and aawthe eaqity nest whi<A the May robin 
had Idl, and dim^ thought what an unpisasart 
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look it had, and dimly thought ahe would get JuUa 
to pan it down. It seemed quite necessaiy not to 
think of any thing except the nest. Her eyes 
burned fererishly. She threw herself upon the 
lounge, and lay with both hands pressed upon them, 
still as the coips that press the Uds of the dead. 
P^resently she nog the bell sharfdy, and in a strai^f , 
strained voice bade that the nurse be ordered to 
bring the child. 

He came, poor little fellow 1 looking aa wan as his 
mother, but as Innocent of having made himself an 
unpleasant feet In the femily life aa a tuberose is 
of jielding too strong a sweetness. Avis caitght 
him with something not unlike the passionate tore 
whidi Arria may have felt for the dagger, and hid 
her broken feoe upon the baby's neck, as If she 
would have hidden it there forever from all the 
world. 

When Ostrander came home, he sought Wm wife 
an over the house. * She was not to be found. The 
cook said she took her hat and went out an hour 
since ; and the nunie eipUined, that In throwiog 
bade the nursciy bUnds to give the important mes- 
ssge which the cook had forgotten to deUver to the 
grocer's boy, she had thought It Ukely It was Mn. 
Ostrander aa she saw Just bc^nd the top of the 
osrt, tumiqg Ehn Street to the besch. 

Ostrander pursued her Impatiently In the Uaslqg 
sun. He p erce i ved the flutter of her dress fer down 
against tim Unli t h ou s e; and, when he had Ofert 






S8S 



THE 8T0BT OF AVIS. 



taken her, he foand her croepiDg along in the shadow 
formod by that gieat goigo so memorable to them 
both. 8he did not see him or hear him, and so 
crawled along in an aimless, dreary Huhion which it 
gave him a nameless terror to see. 

Iler ilgaro looked so broken, so beaten, and weak, 
tiiat it for the first time occurred to him that the 
effect of a little oonjagal quarrel upon a nature like 
that of his wife's was not altogether a calculable 
one. nis own words onoc spoken in that spot came 
bade to him as he made his penitent way along the 
porple gorge, looking.fVom torn side to torn side. 

** It was a perfect primeval marriage. The heart 
of the Todk was simply broken." 

Had Avis wrought herself into that ftenzy of 
woonded feeling in which weaker women have 
courted death, as a man with lacerated sijinal nerves 
courts the moxa? lie overtook her without hisr 
hearing his light step, and, man-like, trusting to the 
aensation to interpret the emotion, barricaded her 
with both arms, and folded her to his shamed and 
■orry heart. But Avis glided (h>m his touch like a 
wfML Her bent figure heigiitened grandly, and her 
imwon maiden eyes seemed to look again lh>m a 
great height down upon him, where aha had swepl 
and stood upon the Jutting diff. 

Ostrander at that moment (lelt tlut to have been 
pemftled to gain the allegiance of the heart we love, 
Is but the most tentative and introductory step to- 
waidstiM duabOity of n happlneas whose irristwies 
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de|)ends upon our being found worthy to retain what 
we have won ; and in feeling this he lUt deeper than 
he could reason into the Joy and pain and peril which 
weld two individual human souls into the awltal 
ftasion which we call marriage. 

But he said only,^- 

'' Avis, I was a brute I'' 

•' No," she said bitteriy, ** you were only a man.'' 
Then repenting, with swift nobility she came to 
him,— 

**Now it is I who am wroQg. Forgive nn^ 
Philip I" 

•• Taut*' 

He gathered her tenderiy. She did not repel him : 
she was worn out with the strain of the night and 
the glare of the long walk. She did not ciy ; but 
she lay in Us arms with a dry, sobbing sigh which 
alarmed him. He caressed her passionately. He 
sought her pardon in the soul of every sweet sign 
love had tau^t him in its first dizzy hours. She 
submitted quietly, but with an unresponsiveiiess 
whidi afterwards he remembered with disquiet pei^ 
plexity. 

The scar whidi an unkind word leaves upon a 
large love, may be invisible, like that of a great sin 
upon the tissues of the repentant soul ; but Ibr one f 
as for the other, this lilb has no healing. J 

Avis did not choose to talk about cracked wheat. 
Then were other tUqgs in the wotM to say. And 
it was fanpnwihis to azpiess, wUhoot glvii« ttan 
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both QteleflB pain, her inherent, ineradicable, and 
aickening reeoU ftom the details of household care. 
And Philip, distraught with his deepening respon* 
Abilities at the college, natoraUy ceased to inquire 
so often how matters went in the studio. AtIb 
Ikced her circumstances with such patience as she 
oould command. A weaker woman lets conditions 
orerrlde her, be the lash a divine tteoxj or a 
chronic neuralgia. Avis sadly turned the tense 
mnsde of her strong nature now to secure a 
gradoos home. The thong whidi has stung the as- 
pirations of an women, since Ere, fbr love of knowl-- 
edge, ate and sinned, goaded her on. She said to 
lierself, " It will be a matter, at most, of a ftw 
mooths* When I have mastered this one little 
house, life waits; and art ia long.*' She made 
haste to be wise in wisdom that her soul loathed, to 
dear the qMce about her fbr the leisure that her 
patient puipose craved. But somethnes, rittii^ bur- 
dened with the diild upon her arms, she looked ool 
and oifupon the summer skj with a stranf^ii^ deso- 
latloa Uke thai of the ibigotten diver, who sees the 
dondB iil, Ihmitho boHon ofthe sea. 
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JOHN ROSE was one of those people to whom 
one may surrender a eonfldence, and never re- 
pent it; this is to say, John Boss had a rare 
nature, and therefore one which educated him for 
the peculiar draughts upon delicac}' of oiganixatkm 
involved in the calling of a Christian preacher. 

At the' outset of his work in Ilarmouth he had 
adopted a plan never, to my knowledge, put in use 
by a pastor in precisely this form, in more than one 
other instance. Doubtless there are others unknown 
tome. 

The experiment resulted from a diance word of 
his wife's. Coy, with the grasping capadty for sdf^ 
exhaustion characteristic of the New-England giri, 
had married the profesdoo with the man. She 
always said, " Our woris," " Our people,'' •• Our 
pulpit," and ** Our sahuy." She llew fttm the 
tturseiy to tlie prayer-meeting, flrom the misdon- 
to* the ru— >^"i*»*«»^-t dinnsr, horn tha 
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dmrdi fair to the Italian claaa ; . young manied 
ladies losing caste in Hannoath, if they do not main- 
tain a palpable connection with that sad, forsaken 
world whidi has no baby, poor thing I to interfere 
with its oonrse of reading. 

Coy, who had never been considered ** religions '* 
before her marriage, and who sorely folt her lack of 
dear theological acamen, said one day, ^ 

** John, a minister's business is predsely^-what? 
When we talk about saving people, we mean 
exactly ** — 

**I don't answer connndrams for any other. 
mIniBter," ssld the Reverend John, thonghUblly 
caknlating the distance ftom hand to e}'e between 
the baby's head and the odling, as he stood playing 
his altovdinncr gmne of human pitch-penny with . 
that remarkable inflmt ; ** but I consider my business 
n very simple affair. The human animal seems to 
have been (for what Inscratablo purpose, yon young 
porpoise, I'll not attempt to say, and 3'ou'll never 
grow up to prove, if you Jctk yourself over my lame . 
^oaUer like that) endowed with what wo find it 
convenient to call, for lack of a better term, an 
fmoMMtal seal/' 

•' JohnI " said wifo, in the tone die used at tea, 
treadiogon his toes nnd^ the table when he pro- 
pounded sons doctrine that savored of laxity, withn 
eo u s er rativ supply spending the Sunday. 

••What's the matter now?" asked John, glvli^ the 
bnfajndoiibk twist thai the oAprfi« of ai^ less 
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mnsoularChristianily would have resented. ••Have 
I said any thing heretical again to-day?" 

ul_th-think^not. It sounds ri^t on ths 
whole," said Coy anxiously ; •* but I never know 
where you'll turn up, John. An immortal soul is all 
light, so for as it goes, of course, John dear. But 
the trouble I have with theok)gy is, I never know 
what is coming next. Alid your theotogy especially, 
somehow, John, is— you know— I like to have you 
make it very* plain, because the baby Is usually mixed 
up in it a little (there 1 you'll bump her head I ) or 
elsefj-ou see — I find it hard to fix my mind when I'm 
being kissed. If I'd been intellectual, like Aiis, I 
suppose I shouldn't mind. CerUlnly It is quite true 
about the Immortality of the soul. Dut old Mrs. 
Boblcy— you know the old lady behind the hist 
pillar, who always cries in the wrong place, with the 
ironed purple strings to her bonnet — asked me yes- 
terday what I thought were 3'our views as to the 
precise natnro of the ministerial vocatkni. I told 
her I'd ask. She saki she hoped you reslised, for 
you wero so very young, the- awfol responsibility 
which tested on a minister if a single soul in his 
congregation had never been worried — no, never 
been warned, that was H— by his pastor. I said I 
supposed so. And then she asked me if I knew a 
good ledpe for Fuker-house rolls. But now, John 
dear, I'D tell you what I think a miidstorls. He's a 
klndofadoctor, John, don't you see?— asoul-doctor. 
I don't pietsBd to undsntand about sin (I npposs 
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tlist's beoHite r^e never anoobted wfth wicked peo* 
pie) ; but it seems to me like en awfbl disease,^ 
like scariet-ferer. People's souls are side — sick-* 
sick an about US| John. And if you can ours tllfla^ 
jouknow"— 

** Amen I " said John gravely. 

'* Or if you can only ease them a ]itCle*'-« 

**Amenr' said John again. 

** Of coarse I don't mean quite by yourself — un- 
less Anybody — greater — were behind,'* said Coy 
quickly, slipping with the characteristic reticence of 
the atmosphere in which she'had been bred, ftom ez« 
plidt expressloa of the more vital elements of reli- 
gious feeling. *' But I've been thinking, John, wl^ 
shouldn't a minister have an office-system, like a 
doctor, and be * at home,' so ma^y hours a day to 
aching people?" 

It was this suggestion whidi John Bose, in cany- 
ing out almost to the letter, had made so memorable 
a feature in his Uarmouth woik. He announced not 
only ftom the pulpit and in the vaguely polite ways 
usnalfy thoui^t suffldent to relieve the ministerial 
eonsctence, but litersUy upon his modest door-plate, 
like a pl^dan of the body, that he who atsnmtd to 
prascribe for the health of the soul would be within 
to patients ftom sndi an hour to such an- hour, mak- 
tig It in due time quietly understood amoqg the 
heterogeneous populatioa of the town, that he heU 
himssif anaweiable to the call of way cieatui'e in mj 
H of a, fHsod or a pfflowt mro U of 



Heaven or a dinner, were It of Ibtgiveness or llan> 

nels. 

In the course of dz months ftom the inauguration 
of this prajeet, the young minister's heart and hands 

were ovorwhehned with what Coy called the •« adi- 
ing people." The adiing people of a place li:^ 
which the intdUgenoe of sodety is ahnost whollyi 
absorbed In the impartment and the receptkm of 
Intdleotual culture, have a certain bitterness in Ihdr 
capadty and ability to ache not to be matdied in 
communities of broader and more human interests. / 
John Bose reodved into his healthy young heart, 
as within the walls of a newly-oonsecrated temple, 
these reftagees of human flite, on an average per- 
h^M to the number of twenty souls each day. TMa 
method of labor brought him into contact with 
what we aro wont to term the «' dangerous classes " 
of sodety. The walls of that ttttle study listened 
to stntnge histories, not often, in the diance of hu- 
man k)U, brought across the threshold of dettcate 
homes. Strange figures not known to the pew-rdl of 
the Central Church skulked In on Sunday evenings, 
and stood, savage, unkempt, like Ceniaurs, up and 
down the crowded aisles. The heav y pew-o wnera 
wero gratifled, and proposed a misdon chnroh. 

** If thsse men and woosen go, I go with them," 
said John Bose in a deep voice with which his dea- 
oons wero not fhmillar. •«T^urn then out Into a 
misdon ehnroh, If ywiirill) bat you tan me thsro 
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So the rlcb ft&d the poor met together In this 
young prophet's chordi, for the Lord's sake, who 
was the Maker of them all. And John Rose bent 
to his sacred work with awed and homble eyes, 
seeking only on the knees of his hesrt to know 
wheieibro he had been found worthy of that flUe 
* than which neither liib nor death has more glori- 
ous to give the Christian pastor, — that the com- 
mon people heard him gladly. 

That supervision of suffering and sinning homes 
whldi his theoiy of Chrlstiah service InTolved, he 
assumed at the start in person to an extent whidi 
experience compelled him to retiendi, but whidi 
served to form a peculiar tie between himself and 

his eUeniUe. 

He had often invited Hrs. Ostrander to acoom- 
pany him upon one of these visiting tours si the 
knrer end of the town, and one day she went.. 

It had been an uncomfortable day. The chikl had 
oled a great deal. Company had come fhm out of 
town Just as she had, for the first Ume for wedm, 
k)cked her sindio-door behind her. The weather 
was extreme ; and it was not so eaqr as umial to be 
patient with the heat, to whidi she was, ai best, 
ahnost mortrfdly sensitive. Th^ had taken no 
vacation this year: at least she had not. .Her hus- 
band ran down to the beach Ibr a wedc or so, ss 
usual, with a Hinnouth party,^the Hcgarths and 
AHena, and so on; but boarding at a watering-plaoe. 
with a three-months' . baby Is a modilM form of 
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human bliss which Avis had folt compcDod to de- 
cline. 

On this evening she wss alone : Fhilip was out on 
Factilty business. She trod the hot ^lavements to 
Cciy*s homo with that restlessness wliich is the 
keenest clement of iih^-slcal distress in a Xew-Eng- 
Iflud July day. Coy was busy : it was something 
sbout the mosquitos ; but whether they had kiUod 
the baby, or the baby had kiUcd the mosquito, 
Avis did not distinctly nndersUnd, and did not offer 
to stay and discover. The fire of the outer air was 
prefbrabib to the smouldering atmos|ihcre of the 
house. She Joined John Rose gbdly, and ihey 
descended Into the Inferno hi which the dregs of a 
large town are to be found upon a July night. 

It Is not to the puqxMe of this stor>* to ^^^^ "Pon 
the sighte, wliich, for the flrst time In a rcaned and 
sheltered life, passed at a town's breadth IWmi t' 
met Avis's young eyw that night. They were the 
e3-es of a woman tender and true ; but tliey were 
those of an artist, to whom It had boon mereifliUy 
given — while her visions were young, Inchoste, end 
quick to dissol^*e^to be a little color-blind to 
miseiy fbr beauty's sake. It is enough to saj 
Avis understood that night how the insight of a single 

hour, like a torch, may flare out across the wklth 
and breadth of a lifo's woik. She undentood how 
great men have seen the drawing of great purposes, 
the body-cotor of greet insplratkms, gone fiilse in 
the lewOatioo of such houre. She undst^ood how 
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Fi^ am exhaust an insplratioii npon ihe musdo ic 
the dicck of a tcwing-girl Btarving in an attio ; and 
liow Millot was exiled from Paris for daring to paint 
the misery of peasant-life. Certain sights whidi she 
saw that night in the tenement-houses of Ilarmoath 
pttfsocd her for years with the force of Tocal cries. 
She felt, that, when she was at work again, they woold 
■3i1able themselves, of sheer necessity, in some form. 
It was still a long time, however, before ihe reoog« 
nijBed in herself what she could presume to call a 
passion to express ihfi moan of human fiunino. 

«« One other case," said John Rose, as they turned 
fitmi the fhmace of an atMc-room in which throe 
Ihmilies dwelt and damned themselves as comforta- 
bly as thejmigiit, — **Just one more, and wo will 
go. Coy bade me be sure and see this woman, — *-up 
three flights, across the court, if 3'on can make it? 
Hie last we heard of her she could not get about, 
and so her business was falling behind. But we are 
not to understand that she was knocked down, and 
trampled on. She fell. It is surprising how in- 
seenie of foot women with drunken husbands, as a 
doss, aro found to be.. She is a roiy respectable 
woman, from the countiy. I g^ her a little book- 
agency a good while ago ; and he doesn't get homo 
Toy often, and so she gets ak>ng. And Coy sent 
lier away for a vacation last year. But I'll Just mn 
op ami ask how it goes with her.'' At that thresh- 
old Avis shrank instinctivelyi begging John Booe 
to go itt without bsf • 



The woman came out, however, into the stifling 
entry-way, when the young minister had completed 
his errand, and gravely said, — 

" Will you not come in?" 

She was a daik-eyed, rather ddicate creature, with 
a scar across her forehead. 

** This is Mrs. Ostrander," sidd John Rose. 

** Yes," said the woman alter a pause. ** Will 
not Mrs. Ostrander stop into my room? " 

*^ I was a stranger," replied Avis, giving her hand, 
which the other, alter a moment's hesitation, coldly 
touched. '* I did not feel that i had any li^t to 
intrude upon you." 

*'Xo," said the woman again, **you had not. 
Huit is true. But eveiy one is not so rea^y to see 
what'is right" 

An uneasy sympathy with a sorrow, more impres- 
sive because so foreign to her Ihncy, led Avis to turn 
as she went down, and say in her pleasant, woman^ 
way,— 

** If I can bo of any use to you, I hope yoa will 
some time come to see me as well as Mrs. Rose." 

The woman did not reply, but stood and watched 
them as they Iblt tbefar way down the dark stairs. 
She had notiopabio eyes ; not so much because of 
their daikness, and they were very ddrk, as because 
of their deadncss. They seemed either to have lost, / 
or never to have hod, the reftaotivo power. They Ij 
were the color of cold cool when it is In shadow. 
Hiey were of the sort which give ns the mwoaifiMw 
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In the Muno tone, — *^ Susan Jcarap. I didn*t like fhe 
man when I married him. I loved another man. 
Bot I've got long past that. I never told this before. 
Ton're wondering why, in God's name, I've told 
this to joo, Mrs. Ostrander. In God's name, then, 
I don't know 1 I didn't mean to; upon mj word I 
didn't Is your hosband at homo? " 

The excitement of this Mrs. Jcssap's manner had 
ao visibly and suddenly increased, that Avis fonnd 
herself fiiintly distmbod by it, and stood wishing 
that John Rose were at hand to take care of his 
Ofwn " patients." It was with a pcrocptible dignity, 
thongfa gently enoagh, that sLe said, -» 

** BIy hnsliand is oot this morning. I am sorry. 
Coald ho have done any thing to help yon? Do yoa 
wish to see him?" 

**Xo," said the woman abruptly, **he coald not 
help me ; and I do not wish to see him. I'm glad 
he's out. I thought I'd like to know he was out. 
Fterhaps you've heard, BIrs. Ostrander, that I used 
to know your husband before he was married. My 
name was Susan Wanamakcr. I lived In New 
Hampshire, In the same town with him." 

** Why — yes," said Avis slowly, "yes, I remem- 
ber. I have heard Fnfmtot Ostrander qieak of 
jou." 

** We weoe great friends once, your husband and 
I/' pursued her visitor with a narrow look at her. 

** I remember to have heard him— to have heard 
Urn M^ sonw audi tidqg hfanselfy" replied Avis. 






THB flTOBT or ATIB. 



Ucr lips had become quite dry, so that she moved 
them with tUiOculty, and her words went dumsily. 
A simibr stiffheBS seemed to have scttkd upon the 
, action of her mind. Contingencies to which she 
would not have stooped to give a name, pressed In 
upon her, and seemed to esert a oompelUng'lnfloenoe 

• upon her speodi. She waa conscious of choosing 
her words with a terrible exactness. 

<'OhI he's told you, then, has he?" aald Mra. 

• Jessup sharply. " You knew that I once expected to 
marry him? I suppose some husbands do tdl their 
wives every thing. I never expected that Fhllip 
Ostrander wouki make audi a husband." 

** We have spoken together of you," said Avis 
slowly. In the pause of her voice, the baby's cry 
came fVom overhead : she put out her hand to hold 
herself by the diair whldi her visitor had reftised. 
She spoke to this stranger with the ceremonious re- 
serve whidi the drcumstanccs would seem to war- 
rant ; but that sensitively respondve sympathy of 
hers, which no personal exigency oonM bhint, led 
her on to say, — 

«*You diould have told us — my husband and 
me — that yon were so unhappy. In audi need. 
You must have been most ndaerable, Mrs. J ess up — 
tohaveexpoaed— yoursdf or me to a oonversatkni 
such aa this. What then — what now can I do for 
yoQ to'make It worth while ibr either of as thai wo 
dioald —apeak In this way? " 

««Isawj0aaft tte IbiMfal," prooeeded Urn otte 
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abmpaj, disregarding Avis'a words, as if the force 
of bar own reflection liad deadened her power of 
beariog. " I waa np there on a visit — to get awaj 
fkon Jeasop for a while: I waa there with mj old 
frienda. I oaed to bo vciy fond of Mrs. Ostrander. 
She wanted it all to go on — before I married Jea- . 
nip: ahe thought Fhilip didn't know his mhid — he ' 
wasn't alwaj-s a|it to. Then, once I met hhn here in 
Ilarmonth, in a anow-storm, before he married yon* 
And once I went to the chapcl-chnrdi to aee joa. I 
don't bhune hfan. Whj, I ahall aee that fhoe of 
joan tin I die! And I'm a woman. ITe waa a * 
nan. Oh, yon think I've come to taunt and torment 
you! Women do anch things. You Jthink I'm an • 
tnadlent creatnrel — aome of na are. But I'm not 
that kind. I'm not Jeakwa : I'm only deapente. 
I'd like to see the man that waa worth, down at ' 
the core of hhn — worth a woman'a getting Jeakma 
te. The aort of life I've led spreada orer you like 
ify-poiaon: you diatnist the whole fet of 'em be* 
eaoae one bad man bruabed againat yon. When I 
knewhimfbawaaanchahandaomeboyl Oh,you'Te 
got hfaB— and Fte got a Imtel That'a the differ* 

na. It'a a monatrons diiferenoe I It'a 

dUfefencel'* 

She unfolded her tMn haada flom the old ahawl la 

wMch aha had hdd them wrapped while aha atood 

tnlkiqg, and, bringing them together at the knncklea, 

opened their pahna, and aprend them out atowfyaad 

i mfiias l iiij i befcra Avla ; aa If thqr bad beaa Ihola 

totim 
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lliera ia a force peculiar to itself in the mere 
anatomical appeal of an emaciated hand. It ia dif* 
ficult to bclicre in the grand dcapnir of a person with 
plump fingcn. 

A\is felt herself growing paler and paler under 
thispressure. She tried to speak ; but worda looked 
distant and small, too small to be gathered up. 

** Married women don't often look happier than 
you do," proceeded Susan Jcssup a little wildly. 
*' I didn't think Philip Ostrander could make any- 
body look ao happy. lie got tired of me. I 
thought he would get tired of cveiy other woman." 

** We will not discuss my husband any more tliia 
morning, if you please," aaid Mn. Ostrander, col- 
lecting herself, not with severity, but with a touch 
of statelincss. " Ami I think, Mn. Jessup, if there 
Is really nothing that I can do for you, it will be best 
for us both to put an end to a scene which — cannot 
be iblly agreeable to either of ua." 

«« You do it gracefully," aaid 6uaan Jesanp with 
a bitter amile, which, howcTcr, anbeided inatantly. 
'' When I found what I'd aakl, I expected to be 
aent at once. I hope you'll bcHere, Mn. Oatraoder, 
that I dkln't come hero meaning to make trouble. I 
didn't even mean to apeak about it when I came In ; 
and I'm glad he had the grace to tell you." 

She. turned, with her band upon the door, lilUqg 
her face slowly. Avis saw that It nri^ onee have 
been rather a prettyy nnevontlhl eonnliy ftca. 

*•! loo't know «Af I " 
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pttiftany. " Why does a wonun trast henelf to do 
any thing, when she's heside herself with things she 
can't speak of? That's the worst of being a woman. 
What yoa go throagh can't be told. It Isn't respect- 
able Ibr one woman to tell another what she has to 
bear. When I saw yon last week, I wanted to piill 
you Into my room and cry in your arms ; but I can't 
cry. 

Some expression of sympathy hgng confbsodly 
npon Mrs. Ostrander's lips ; hot she was not sore if 
she uttered it. She felt herself taming dizzy and 
faint, and the wild iigare in the gray shawl blurred 
before her eyes. She remembered, however, hold- 
ing out her hand, and that the other took it with a 
passionate movement, and held it ibr a moment like 
a screen before the embers of her eyes, before she 
cfesed the door, and trod heavily across the hall 
and out. 

Sosan Jessop trod heavily; bat her heart was at 
that moment ll^t with a certain noble Joy. We 
hear mnch of the Jealoosy and scorn c^ women 
among themselves. It is not often that we are re- 
iminded of the qoiddy-flashing capacity for passion- 
|ate attraotioa and generoos devotion wUdi renders 
rdatlon of woman to woman one of the most 
ibtle In the work!, and one exposed most to the 

inee of what we call romantic episodes. This 
little wretdied, ezdted creature turned her Ihee 
horn. Avis with a sense of havlBg divlndy outwitted 
her. She knew pcrfbet^ well tiuH mUp Ostrsader 



THB 8TORT OF AVIS. 



sot 



had never told his wife of that affldr ; but Ids wift 
should never know that she know It. 

That day passed much like other days. Ostran- 
dcr was very busy ; and, If his wife were a slisde 
more quiet than usual, he was not likely to notice 
bcr. He dined with John Roile, and ran In for a 
little music at the Aliens In the evening ; and it was 
hite when at hist, the diild being well asleep, and 
the women of the house in bed. Avis told bira that 
she wished to talk with Urn. 

He sakl, '« What Is It, my dear? " He was padng 
the room, — their own room, — looking more, than 
usually comfortable. He was In his ridily-oolorod 
dressing-gown, that Avis thought became him. He 
had an indefinably masculine air of mastery over his 
circumstances, and ei^yment in them, which it la 
. impossible to put Into words, but to which a woman 
is veiy scnsitivo. At that moment, when, drawing 
his hand easily out of his podsct, he came up and 
touched his wlfo under the chin, lilliqg her face, 
Avis felt a dull sense of displeasure. It seemed to 
her excited thought that ho touched her lightly, 
much as he twiried the great Una silk tassel of the 
dressing-gown, as If she were. In some sense, the 
Idle ornament of a comfortable hour. She drew her 
Ikes back, and said with grave abrapCaess, — 

** Fhllipi something has ooomred which I most 
tell yon at once." 

••Veiy well, aqr dear/' odd VbOip, aarfUng 
down* 
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to me to tdl joiL 1 wapptme BomnWmDtmtket did 
think ahe was going to many no onoo* Siio was 
dglitoen, — a ooontrjr odiool-girl: I wm Joit pMi 
twentff — tieoXlegbAny. IlbondldidnoiloTeber, 
and I told her oo. Wm ^wre nij tfafaig didionot»- 
bie hi thai? Ton oee at ooee, tha diabonor would 
hata been in going on with tha alUr/' 

•«na diriionor bj/' began Avia, baft atoppad. 
6ha ooidd not bring her lipa to aaj thaft diihonor 
kyfaiherhnrfiMd ** Tha mietabe hy/' 




Gnnt thai I had a 
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tndc) of apciach iraa mat fitlfiilattd fir labff tha 
of a nurttcr. Who eodd hmra tiMMgbft that i 
would hava tomad op In tirfa waf ? W< 
to be gnaadad agrfneft tiia aeeidcnU of their r«la* 
tiona to each other aa aaeh m ag/ia^ parcr in- 
diacfationa; though ha aaeft adaift thai hia wffii 
aeeaMd to hata hdd hcndf with adarfiahla pindenoa 
t hi p^ghon ft a ^ftry awkward poaition. Poor Arftif 
How aoiitaor Aa kiofcad orcr ai tha and of tha aoth, 
tha aolorof tha en e hj on. Oetrander ai thai 
with all Ma haati thai Ua wtfi arfghi 
hara fevad aon» better feUow. Ila wiihad ha had 
thai laleni tar epenniae, whkh a petteUy honor- 
abia nan Mj jci hMfc, bni of whkh ha AH tha 
fcaenly hian awtgen^ lifca tUau Ila aaid 
fpeanina agitation,^ 
•« I waa wmig, Avfa, 4Bita wroaf. f oaffhi to 
hnta taid jnn all aboni thai amir. Amd Wb nai 

' ha added inndklr* ^ thai ii 
tonwiotdljte. Ithtahiidal^ 
\ wna hatiag anel 
af ii to win p»«- -^ aa tha >«atiee to 
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•be did not often look to hear wm^ in the stress nod 
haste of dailj caro into which marriage seemed to 
resolve itself, in which it seemed a man and woman 
mnst take tlieir lore for granted to save time. She 
jiekled to the stir of feeling like a liarp to a liand. 
When Philip sakl with a delicate reproach in- his 
ToicCi ** After all, A^is, I think I have tlie worst 
of it, you hare nothing to repent,'* she crept towards' 
hira across the rose-colored cushion with a long, ex- 
hausted si^. She was perplexed at finding herself, 
at the Tciy moment wlien her nature had risen roost 
emphatictdlj in rebuke of his, most weakened with 
the need of his lore. Was then) always an incal« 
cnlablo element in the radical mctamoqihosis which 
wifehood wrought ? Was this one of the ambuscades 
of nature against whidi a strong woman must per- 
force go fortifying herself to the. end of life? Sho 
hkl herself — she would have hidden herself ftom 
her own oonsckmsbess Just then — upon her hns- 
band's breast* 

For him, he bowed his head over her in a solemn 

and solitaiy shame. He could not know what was 

in her guarded heart. Ho fdt that ho had In a dfan 

lost the figfal to know. They sat cttngiog, but 



,r 



IVBsently ha began to talk to her again of wli::t 
tlMry had been saying, thinking it most natural ar^l 
best. He apoks of the viffiii in which he had met 
poor Susan in the streets of Uamooth; he dwelt 
eimj detail of the aflUr which he oould recall I 
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the process ga^e him a late, agreeable sense of can- 
dor. He went flirthcr ; he told his wife that he sup- 
posed he had been a suscepUbk) boy. His fanqr, he 
•aid, had been a gusty thing till he found her; he 
had never felt (|uite sure that he was capable of a 
permanent fceUng, till he loved her. He spoke 
sadly, as we speak of a misfortune of the nature as 
distinct fixm a fiiult. 
Aristotle ranks confidenoe as one of the passkms.^ 
Avis felt rather sony for her husband, and feared I 
she had been harsh. And then the baby cried, and ' 
die went to him ; and Philip went down to finish the 

artide on the ctoctric battery. 
It was late when he came up stairs again. He found 

Avis fallen ask^ upon the kmnge, half wrapped in 
the shouUer-mbe fltMn the hammock : the rose and 
white dik was Ihding, tike aU the other llttk fhndes 
about the house. His wife's face, too, seemed to 
have faded with the rest of the bridal brightness. 
She had thrown herself down with the especial grace 
which great exhaustion gives to a lithe figure. Avis 
was too mndi of an artist ever to choose an awkward 
pose : she woukl have writhed under one, he thought, 
had she been dead. If she had been akme in the 
universe, she would have thrown that firm hand of 
ben, upon which no eye should ever rest, with Jusi 
thai sbirly-sunendsfed outline acroaa the happy 
plUow. Her liand was a trifie won, too, like her 
cheek. Her hndiand stood looking down. Then 
awspl and gatfasnd npon hto Ihee an 
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whidi it was as wdl for botb of them, peiliaiM, thai 
Avis did not tee. Whether it were most of aelf- 
rqiroach or self-pity, of tenderness or terror, it were 
hard to say. Whether he the more distinstcd him- 
self at that moment, or the more believed in licr, 
perhaps Philip Ostrander eoold not for his seal's 
sske hare answered. 

He stooped and Idssed her. He was more in love 
with his wife Jost then than a hosy man can afford 
to be eveiy day in the year. Avis stined, and, 
lilting her hand, gravely drew his face beside hers 
on the pillow. She did not tell him that she had not 
been asleep. She listened to the faint tap|)ing of 
the ebn-boogh upon the window ; a dreaming bird 
diiiped in its nest somewhere in the summer night ; 
In the sensitive, windless distance, the college-boys 
were slicing Kinkd's •' Soldier's FareweU." The 
wilnQy-swelling words came up, — 



M 



How em I bear to leave theef 



Thtb monrnftd monotone of the frogs piped from the 
flwadows b^ond the town, and nnder all lltfrd 
amsic she heard the chant of the eternal sea. 

Allerwanls she wondered how it would have been, 
daring to wish that they had died thai night, — they 
two, ^ dumb with tiw sweetness of reconciliation and 
lesolve; nay, tiiey three,— -Philip with the boyiah 
love and km^hler hi hia ejes, and the baby aleepiog 
ia te crib, aad she henelf Jimt tiisn conteDt to have 
11 sow 
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It was Philip who was wakefhl that nl^t. Vis- 
ions which he woakl have gone blind to foigrt, 
elcctrotypcd themselves upon the half- lit room. 
Long odorous country twilights, the scent of 
honcysudcle about a fiurmhouse-door, the prcssnrs 
of conOding fingers on his arm, the uplifting of a 
young face, the toudi of trustM Uim, pursued him 
rather with the force of scnsationa than reflections. 
With these came other ghosts, incoherent fkndes, 
aimless. fevers, nameless dreams. lie shielded his 
^es from the nursery-lamp, watching the uncon- 
scious Ikce of his wife with a fine envy whidi only 
n noble soul, or the nobler side of an inhaimonlbua 
soul, could have commanded. She, — she only of 
themsdves, — he said, was the truly married. He 
could think of no lesser Joy whidi he would not have 
sacrificed Just then, if he could have bronglit to her 
that absokitely unmortgaged im a gin ati o n wUdi she 
had brought to him. 

He drank the ashes of his own naturs Ui sOenee, 
as soldiers swaUgw In their wine the dnders of 
their worn-out cohNS, before unitarling new. 

Faint and .mors lUnt^ in the distance, ftem the 
BOW dispening boys, tbs oiy oame up,*-* 

lortl'* 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

"^ S??5 '^^ '**■■"«'■••'"*•*'* C*«rtor to M J ilMrt II h lit 

w or llm«e«» to keep « Ib « »tiu« of oowUat ptto; |»» , . , 

<w Jo)i pormanont wo rliooM iieror Jooto Um scato In vhleh w« 

!! wJl r'Uii*' •''^' «»»•»«« bJ wWeh piUn a» bo onwoiS; 
wo lavo, to l!M^ Bo oUwr ooiMopUoft or hBBMui hiippto^fc" - Kjjrr, 

" milE wont of it is tho babies/' said aunt CMoe, 

J. giving a sercre twist to her flower-poU, that 

woaW havo ostrangcd tho derotion of anj thing olso 

than the reriMHias. Dut verbenas are not sensitive : 

one knows about how flir one can go with them. "I- 
don't see bat tho worst of it aiways a tho babies, in 
this worid," she proceeded, and praj-ed next minate 
to be Ibigivea for so nnevangclical a senUmcnt. 
Aont Chloe was so stubborn to the advance of dvil- 
Intion, that she still held that tho Loid never sent 
aore m onths than he could flU. ^8he would haw 
thoij^it reiy unwomanly to conlbss to Avis her 
^°"*^ *^ws lack of enthusiasm at the birth of this 
MoondGfaad. She blamed herself, that in her honest 
beart poor Avis's experience of motheriiood gavo 
her so modi more anzietj than pleasure, and at> 

Mtetedit aU to the Iket that Mr. Ostnuidcr would use 
bQBMpathio remedies Ibr the croup. Andnow— 

** Who is going to prepare Avis IbrtUs?" asked 

-^ Oioa, toniiv her baok OB the rertieoaa with. 
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out ceremony, and standing on tiptoe laboriously to 
remove a Ut of lint ftora her brother's coat-collar 
while she spoke: it was not necessaiy that they 
should meet «ach other's eyes. When a litcniiy 
man is in any kind of trouble, he does not want his 
w<micn-folk8 to know too much about it: that, aunt 
Chloe thought might be easily understood, even in a 
business famil}*. When the professor said shortly, — 
/*! suppose I must tell her m^-aclf," going out, 
and letting the wind take the door behind him, she 
said, *'Poor Hcgell" and wondered if the arixite- 
bn overiieard her. And then she went to start a 
lemon*crcam for his dinner. She remembered that 
she gave him Icmon-cream the itky the president 
vetoed that phin about tho post-graduate courses ; 
and what a comfort it seemed to bo to her brother! 
And then perhaps poor Avis woukl taste of it; and 
there really was no hnny about tho child's shirts. 
Aunt Chloe, like the rest of the world, had expended 
aO the poetiy of her allegiance upon the first baby. 
It did not seem so necesssfy to crochet the edges of 
things for this one, poor litUe lassie ; and she had 
put fhUy five cents a yard less into the fiannels. 

Mrs. Ostrandcr's little giri was Ibur weeks old, 
Ibur weeks that veiy day, as the inofessor — Heaven 
knows howl— chanced to remember on the way to 
his ^daughter's house. He was mther proud of him* 
self forthinUi^of it, and made tho most i>f tho little 
matter. He was norroos oirer what he had lo say. 
He thot^liijto had ttsrer seen Avis lookfa^ so poorw 
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Ij. no took tho diild from her, for sho held it 
rather UsUcsslj across her ami npon tho rooc-rcd 
loango: ho lifted the little maiden upon his kneo 
weU-nlgh as tenderly as if sho had been, a leaf fix>m 
tho '' Rhetorio " or '* Poetic " in the original anto- 
graph. 'When the boy ran in, ho gave him a oongh- 
losengc, and said, — 

'* And how is Van D}'ck, to-day? " with a sense of 
onosoal originality of expression. In his heart the 
professor was rather ghd that day, that the boy had 
not taken a family name. Avis had never been 
beard to express a wish to name her son for his 
fiUhcr. She did not try to explain either to herself 
or to another why this was. We do not always re- 
member that a woman seeks and finds two perfectly 
distinct beings in one and the same man. For her^ 
self, she can afford to love a human creature; for 
the ikther of her child she demands a God. That 
very weakness in his nature upon whidi she will 
abnegate herself, whidi perhi^M she will lower the 
tone of her own soul to idealize into a perversion of 
strength, she will defy like a lioness in its transmis* 
akmtoher son. But Avis did not talk — even to 
her own husband — much about her children. There 
were throes of the soul in her strong motherhood, 
wUcfa it was no more possible to share than to share 
s phyrioal pang. 

When the proflsssor had repeated, ''And how is 
Van?'' and asked the four-weeks' baby (in the 
Umm of a nan who ezpeets a npfy) if she 
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wew ritttBg qaite ooinfccUbly, he found tlMt ho tod 
exhraBtedhisiraneiyTocabidaiT; wd when he had 

■aid helplessly, — ,,, _j 

«• Are yoa qcdte weB t<Hfay, my dew? and 
when Avis fepUod ttuit she wm gslning slowly every 
day, his mind proved to be perfocay bwron of sny 
flirthcr phrsscs loglcslly eonsequent upon the pfwn- 
lae formed by the morwsl of hnmuitty npon his knee. 
He began therefore, at once, but with a ecrtaln hcsl- 
tstion to whldi Avis's trannpnrent ftee became mag- 
netically alive,— » J , t 
"1 came for a special porpose to^y, Avis, i 
want to have a Uttto talk wilhyoo aboot— yoor hua- 

band." , . 

" Van," add his mother Immediatoly, " run Into 
the nnrserj." She spoke to her two-yesrs' baby 
inatone which assumes both intelUgcnoe and obc- 
dienoe in the listener. "Mary Ann, take the diM 
__ take both the babiea, and do not bring them ba<* 

tin they are sent tor— Now, llrther, what Is it? 
What has Philip done?" 

She raised herself npon the pflkrw with a sharp 
motion. The deep drdes about her eyes seemed to 
widen, like the drdea in the sea into which a blaalng 

Jewel la sinking. . 

•• He has not done any thing,' ' add the profossor 

Borvously; "and that is eracay tho trouble." 
" Do yon mean," nsked Avis In a rapid, bnsl- 

Boso-lika tone, "that my husband ia not giving 

gatisiholloa In the nalveni^f " 
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^*i "A^^iq^^yi »^J^tig«, whidi, of coom, 

J^ iWRiibtfW. OS der wu eqiul to theat 

*|^jtf.|(ili jH^a ftuaboatilL" 

Ig'W^-'t ^^f l'mh^ rtortwtth? In plain 
Bk,4 Mf .t uPV bt. ■# for it?" 
I W'- ^M'** ^ ^ %%"^ ^'^ ' " ^'^'^'^^ 
J^lft '^ It A #t lifSi t J that haa beea orai^ 

* *^ 1^ V^'vluiiaMllTia. "Dom l^Tha•- 
M *'^*'V*VV^ with . ke«. «». 

BfllAft ^irli^ ^"^9 to, if it hai Dot goM 
'■ I* li; ^avv-^y^MlK: it Ina gMw," mpUed 
'*¥ V^ ^li^ibtifhekDowihim. 

^ A^^i ^ iuAH^ ao maii7— bot Uh 

^1»^# '^ «)H "^ dlnctioM. H« 
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ibr Mowing vp ctterpiDan— blowing op flddle- 
•ttitol His botiness is in liis da89-room. He ought 
nol to see one indi beyond the Ihoes of those boys 
this iKre jesrs. He ooght to sbsorb that morning 
radtstlon as the old Hebrew prophets swsUowed the 
scroD on idiidi the woid of Ood was written. Every 
fossU ought to be a poem to him. He shooldn't 
be sblo to My OM Bed SandtUme foUhtmi a ihriat 
He sboold have conquered his lecture-room bj 
this time. There is a soul in science : lie shonld 
have handled her body rorcrent^r for her soul's 
sake. He should have overwhelmed that dass with 
his inspirations, as the deluges have overmastered 
the mountains. When every man in it worth cdn- 
eatii^ could get an enthusiasm out of a diipof gran* 
Its ; iHien a man ho*d marked down on examination 
would hussa for him in the street ; when the college 
papen were aihdd to hioipoon him,— then he mi^ 
have taken to his magasine-writing, and his- whai- 
BOti and the mora welcome.. Whem the ooOege wyid 
pgMl to bepnmd o/ iUm was the time to let the 
world know that such a man as Philip Ostrander 
was in it. Well** — the professor bniqjht himself 
op short before his daughter's sofo with burning 
«jM— ^aamtiringyouyAvli. It Is a great pity t 

It Is an a pitj.'* 

••Tlwtt rUUp has done— none of thisf pro- 
ceeded Avis authoritative^. *'He has been fanpa- 
tiSBtiVolatlls— hehas*'— Shepansed. 

••HshMsMrhsdths drudgery of the da ss TO OMf** 
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said her folher in a lower and calmer tone. ** He 
-goi weary of it. He has dissipated himself in un- 
consequent ways. He has no more business to be 
giving popular lectures on physiology, or writing 
poetry for the nowspapen, than I have to set up a 
milliner's shop on the college green. It Is too bad, 
too bad. But, my dear, I'm tiring you." 

** The trouble," began Avis, hesitating. 

** The trouble with your husband, my diHd," said 
the professor with something of gathering enthusi- 
asm in his manner, as though he propounded a well* 
involved metaphysical problem to a rather superior 
dass, — " ihe trouble is an eztradrdinary lad[ of in- 
tellectual constanq". It — it real^ is nothing worre, 
my dear," he added soothingly. ** It does not pre- 
vent hhn fWmi possessing all those domestic virtues 
which have doubtiess endeared him to you ; and I 
must say," tremukxisly — **to n^ysdf as welL I 
have been very much drawn to the young man, aa to 
— a — son. After we have adUusted oursdves to 
this — blow, my dear, somethlog dse will open for 
Urn. I see no reason for Indulging in any undue— 
rq;rets. Asforyoursdf"— 

«• Should Philip resign at ones f" demanded Avis 
In the metaOio tone wUeh resohil^ s upp ressed 
foding gives to a tender voice. 

•«It maybe*-I cannot tefl till after the meeting' 
of tiie Board. It la imposslbio to say what wiU be 
done, or when, abou| a sneeessor. But it wiU not 
be «]9eeled thai his r edgasttoi shaD take sflhel 
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before the end of tlie year. Hist wffl gire «• ifac 
monlha to look about us in," added the protaMT 
rather miserably. 

He came and stood beside his daiq^ter, looidng 
compassionately at her. He did not sedi to offer 
her a eonsobtion whidi her natnra woold inevitably 
R^lcGt. Her lip did not trembte. 8he had the half- 
tceoiling Imt wholly patient look of one who was 
a^lostinghersclf to a familiar cxperieaee in a slightly 
altered form. She put op her Jiand, and said only* -- 

«• Thank yon, flither I '* 

And he said,— 

** There, there, my dearl*' 

And then the little boy ran in, with Uaiy Ann 
and the baby behind him. 

Avis gathered both the.diildren in her arms with 
a qal<^ and passionate motion. Her heart said, 
** Oh ! what hare we done to brfaig them into this 
woiM? What hare we done? What can wn do? " 
Bat her lips said nothing at all. 

•« The little folks Interfere with the stodk) Jost 
now," said the professor awkwardly, coming back 
when he was across the threshold of the room. He 
was sick at heart to say some tender word. **Ifher 
mother had ttred," he thooght, «*this might some- 
how hare been spared." Whenever Arts was in 
*any traohle, he always said, «« If her mother had 
llTod " — Hie great protasor was 
of any logtcal Haw fai this tweet fa» 
tim hnrer is of the tews regnteUvf 
iflksUoodtelhalipha 
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«'Tes, papa," ssid AtIs, ftlling back into the 
pretty girlish fkshkm of speech that she had scarcely 
outgrown before her marriage. 

**But as soon as you are about again — and — 
the little girl begins to grow, we shall have aomo 
more pictures I hope, my dear?" 

•« Yes, papa," patiently. Bat she said nothfaig 
more. It did not seem to help any thhig to talk 
about it. And then the baby began to cry— her 
littk daughter — her woman-chikl. Avis looked at 
her, and said, ** You too, ytm too!** Itseemcd to 
her Just then mora than she coukl bear,to know 
that she had given life to another woman. 

When her husband came to her with the news, a 
day or two after, she had so flur adjusted her mind 
to it, that she was able to receive iU announcement 
ftom himself in the only way which — long after— 
ahe could have recaDed withoot regret. 

H^ came in looking veiy pale. She had heard hfan 
coughing in the hall : the day was damp. He threw 
himself heavily upon the kwQge, and saM, — 

•« Has your Ikther told you what has happened? '* 

" Yea, FhOip." 

•« How long since?" 
. •* On Tuesday." 

** Some way or other," aald Ostrander inftaMy, 
** I hare olBHided Cobin. He has been more or less 
eavalieriy in his treatment of me tUa long while. 
When it's time for a amn to die, he never can under- 
■tand wkj Mm msk ore allva. He oppoasd ms 
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•boat the moflenm ; he oooiplaiiied of m J Star Coono 
Lectures; IluTeii'treleedapoliitinFaciiltjnnetliig 
tbii yetfi that he haen't voted down. I attribiite 
this disaster entire^ to the oaose which has mined 
so many a joong man,— the Jealowy of his senior 
ooDeagne/' 

AtIs made no reply. She oonld not speak Jost 
then* It did not seem a sane eacpense of words, 
which, at best, mast be hard to dioose. She let 
him dribble on petalantlj for a Ibw minates. Her 
bogr at her knee waa vocifcroasly ^i«imi«g n im evi- 
denoe of eztraordinaiy maternal depravity, that his 
Httie sister was not allowed rabber-booto with which 
to fo to walk with him. The chiU's voice and his 
Ihther's chimed together odd^. She stood apart 
fltm them, —these two intensely wroag^t male per- 
sonalities, with whose damorons seliism it was hn- 
possible to reason. It stnick her anpleasantfy at 
that moment that Van might be like his fkther, if he 
llfed to grow op. She poshed the boy a little awigr 
ftom her, then drew him penitently back. 

** What in Heaven's name is gohig to beoome of 
OS,*' Philip was saying, ««is more than I can see. 
The mere mortMloation of it Is enoi^ to kill a 
siRiqger amn than I am.'* 

••Never mind, dear,*' said Avis, ezact^ as she 
spokn to ths chlhL She came op, and bent over the 
hmqge, paas in g her strong hand across his fbrehead 
and hair, with tts nu^inlfloent, auitemal motkmi 

had leaned more sbi^ than thoss 



of most women, bat more passionately. When he 
eaid,— 

'••My head adies hoirib^l'' aha stooped and 
kissed him, and said,^ 

••My poor boy I" 

It was impossible for her to render any thing more 
reasonable than tendernees to a hnmiliated man. 

•• It is hard for yon, coming Just now,'* said Oa- 
trander, rather as an aftertbooght. •• I wish the 
children were not both babiea. It's a confimndedly 
toqgfa thing for a man with a yoong ftunHy to be 
turned adrift In this way. I shoold have thought," 
irritably, •• that year fiither's inflnence miglit have 
prevented it. Bat it seems he oonldn't or didn't 
excrdse it. I shall write my resignation to-monow, 
and get it off my mind. Oaght yoo to stand so 
hMig,Avis?" 

•• 1% does not hart me ; " bot she sank weari^ 
down upon the edge of the looQge. Philip did not 
move to make room ibr her, bat lay with his brows 
knotted with pain, and his restless ^3ree flittii^ aboat 
the rodni. She slipped down apon her knees, and 
so knelt,' cronched and cranqwd, till the lift of her 
sensitive hand had spent itself npon him. 

•• The pain Is gone, thank yon," he aald at laat 
polite^. Avfs rose at once, and took a chair. In 
theae days, if she careased her hnaband, it was with 
a saffldent and distinct reason t the time had tripped 
I7 when he SKpectod her to sitwithhi reach of Us 
hand, within vibffatkm of Mi breath, within ths 
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ofaOthitsweet jottng foUy which- Is wiser than the 
lofs of the ages to those who lore. It was so with 
an married people, she supposed. 

"Whatever," began Philip, "is to torn on 
next''— *^ 

" Whateirer we do next, I hope we shall be able 
to persercre In it," suggested Avis gently. She 
was not a woman of rcproadies. Philip Ostrander*s 
wilb never " nagged " him. He shrugged his shoal- 
dors now, and said, — 

"Perhaps it Is aU for the best. I was worn oat 
with that eternal class-room," rather soUenly. 
Then be compkined of the drang^t, and said thai 
he had taken odd, and asked what on earth the 
baby was citing abont now. 

Aria's heart brooded over him, seeing him so 
Irritable and weak, as if he had been a woanded 
thiqg. She drew a little nearer, and began to plan 
and purpose for him, as she would for an esdted 
bc»y who had got into a scrape. She brought the 
whole machinery of her superb Imagination to bear 
upon their Itatnre. She presented it to him in the 
oolorsorcoarageandtheardorsof hope. Shespoke 
with a dieer and assurance that rang hoUow to her 
own fonebodiogs. Ostrander warmed at this tiemn- 
kms flrs He talked of his command of the kn- 
goages, of his medical education. He thanked 
Heaven that he had never been a man of one Idea; 
•ad BOW, idiatever veraatmiy It had pleaaed Phyrl- 
lo endow Urn with wookl serve tbsm thm^ 
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this emergency till another positioo offered. Avis 
listened, and said, — 

«' Yes, Philip." She sat with her Ikoe tamed 
from him. 

" Of course it will be Impossible to meet the first 
annoyance of this by living along here," said Os- 
trander in a tone that admitted of no reply. " I 
must get abroad for a month or so at the end of the 
year ; but I think we can manage that. And, aa 
soon as I return, I shall take to lecturing. It is 
•impossible thai we should get into a reiy tight place. 
I am not sure that the fWiodom of such a life will 
not be better for my health. Whencrer I get strong 
enough to go under the harness of all this drudgety 
again, some other coUcge will be ready for me. At 
least, a good American can alwa^-s go West. Wo 
won't gire up the ship ibr one blunder. Avis." 

He put out his hand to her affectionately; he 
thanked her for ker courage and considcratk>n ; he 
was afraid he had orerwearied her in her state of 
health. His spirits and his tenderness rose together. 
And Aris to herself said, with a leap of her strong 
heartt " No, we will give up nothing, not for many 
blunders." She gathered him under the wing of 
her great love with a kind of flcroo maternal pro- 
tection ; her husband,— the man who had woo her 
lost ft«edom from her; lift of her lifo, and seal of 
her sool ; hers In his weakness as once in his glit- 
tering streqgth; hers in the flmK and fol^ as in the 
bean^aad the briDlanos oThls nators; still hsn, 
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Ibr ftiU he loved her: nothing could natch that 
f^txnher, — her one snie fact, abiding calm abore 
the goaty weather of her life. FhiUp lored her : 
let the leat go. Why ehoald she fiet? 

'«It will all come right," she aaid, letting her 
hand dit^ reticently into his. ** There are two of 
na, FhOip, to try again." 

She was glad to tee him oatdi the glow of her 
strong spirit so qoickly. She smiled when he got 
np nenroosly, and walked the room, calculating the 
expenses of the European Mp. It pleased her bet-; 
ter, she said to herself, than if he had staid whero 
he was, and stoiq[)ed to fondle to her. And she 
never tdd him, when, her strained nerves being too 
receptive, she csngbt the headaches which she had 
cured. 

She threw herself down weaifly, and watched him. 
She thought she could never have noticed beforo 
thai uncertain curve in his delicate lips; perhaps that 
Uttle something in the sliape of his head, which had 
always troubled her^waa it a defldency in the 
mgan of tenderness? eitherthe cause or the effect, 
aa Lavater would have put it, <^ some weakness in 
the nsture? Ah, wdll Ftoor FhOip! Her heart 
frp***r* a new burden, as if a third diiki had been 
bofnuntoher. Waa it possible that her soul had ever 
gone upon its knees before thenatnnof thiamanf 
So gentle had been the atsges by whidi her great 
Viypasston had grown Into a mournftd c o mp a s s ion , her 
dtviae Msal become this unhsrolo hnmaa leality, 
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the Idng of her heart become the dependent on ita 
care, — 80 quietly this had come about, that, in the 
first distinct recognition of it all, she felt no shdck ; 
only a stem, sad strain upon the mosdc of her 
naturo. There was, indeed, a certain manhood in 
her— it is latent in eveiy woman, and assumes 
various forms. Avis possessed it only in a differing 
degree, not in differing kind, ftom most other women, 
— an instinct of strength, or an impulse of protection, 
whidi lent its shouklers spontaneoua^ to the increas- 
ing individuality of her burden. 

She spoke to her husband out of a deepening self- 
restrsint, down whose sditaiy corridors she dkl not 
suflbr, herself to k>ok too dosely. She bowed to 
the great and awflil kw of married story, by whidi, 
so surely as liib and love shall one day wear them- 
selves to death and calm, we may know that it shall 
beihll the stronger to wear the yoke of the weaker 
soul. 

But late that night, when the wind was high about 
the house, and the flrali|^t, dying, flung wild shapes 
upon the walls. Avis got up, and went into the little 
room where her diildren were, to think it all over 
akMM with them. She couU not sleep. The shadow 
of their disordered foture, of her own dishonored 
asplratkm, of bedrsggled Ueala, of dambering fosn, 
sat heavi^ upon hor. Her though flickered con- 
fosedty, now upon her own unfltness for the cares of 
motheriwod, now upon the l^ise of time before they 
should have Van'a sdwotJUIls to pay. Tksn as ths 
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ciiOd stimd, congWng slig^tljt she miisi «lt moam- 
ing about it, and wonderii^ what else he had inher- 
ited from his fiUher besides his delicate longs. Then 
her imagioatioa flew like a biid into ardooded son- 
lise, across the Itatnre of her little daogbter. She 
turned ftom one little fiioe to the other; she gathered 
j theiB ondcr her knotted aims half savagely, as if she 
I would shot them in ftom the chance of this awiU 
Igift called lift, wUch she had imposed upon thenu 
lit seesMd to her a kind of mortal sin that she shonkl 
ibai e b estowed open her children a fhther whom 
Um m%bt not bid them kned to worship. She 
Mt a sense of personal goflt for erery pain or peril 
that was in store for these two poor Uttle confid- 
ing crcatnes — her ddldren, their children — to be 
leaied in a skk and poor and stn^g^ing, and per> 
(Hcsfen on^ knew) an inharmonioos home. 
M|fotUi« can Mke tUs right," slie saki, and 

constrained by 
\f tnramph innen all 
M^ moftmhood draws the bnatt of Us stroKlUh* 
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IT is said that Greenland, five or six centuries 
ago, was temperate. I'iits of Siberia were once 
miU. Solpfanr past the point of Itaslon, at a higher 
degree of tcmprnture, consolidates again. 

Ferluqis most married people reach a point where, 
for the time being, thcj consklcr their onion with 
each other to be tlie greatest mistake of their lires. 
Fortunate are th^ who' pass this period, as the 
jounger and mors irritable pasrion may, witMn a 
year or two after the wedding-day. It is the stowly 
growlflgdiTCigenee,asitistbeskmlygatheriqg ai> 
tractkm, whkh is to be ftmvd. That tether gaOs 
most tcRiUy torn which tte satin surfoee is 
In wearing down. 

ATb and FUHp Ostnndsr hdl been matii 

yearsandnhalll 

She was thUdiV or ttis OBS n%^ nihcr aad^y, 
moro kIsMily indeed than As might often think of 
«qr thli« in thai eamron smamer. Benenfh tte 
or ftrfr InenasiHK mndsUss nad tks 
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dunoioas stndn of tlie nunery^ her ekstio ttrongtb 
hudMi length ranendered. For the first time in her 
life, she had been dungeroiuly ill. 
Stong with the immediate needs of their position, 
I in the heart of Joly she had pat the new-bom baby 
y oir her knee, and gone op into the hot attic studio 
to finish a portrait. Then came the old and common- 
place stofj : any woman knows it. Why the diil- 

j dren most needs seksct that precise time to have the 
idiooping-coogh? why the cook moat get married 
the week before Commencement? why Fliilip most 
Just then and there hsTC an Utack of ploorisy? why 
the New-Tofk reUitiyes, unheard of for years, should 
come swarming in on dass-day? why she herself 
should come down with diphtheria the erening that 
Philip's resignation was accepted? — wadtx questions 
eternity alone can be long enough to answer to the 
^ "^satisfaction of some of us. A fig for the mysteries 

> of fate, firee-will, foreknowledge absc^nte, the origin 

/s^ jot species or pre-Adamic man 1 when in teeth of it 
f an, flat comes the professor with rheumatism, and 

/ aunt Oiloe eren cannot be spared to Hii^ Street 
It was Teiy kind in BaiiNum Allen to make the 
oOr. Beal^, there was no one else to be had. And 
Barbara was always kind ; she certainly had a genius 
for the sick-room, as FhQip and Avis agreed. Atis 
accepted tiie attentkm gratefolly , dropped her house- 
hold in Barbara's hands aa i^adfy as the escqiing 
soul aqr drop the 4j^ l^o^Tt ftod proceeded fanme- 
ilalo^tobeaaillss she knew how. 
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wss diaracteristicslly intense, and culminated rap- 
idly. Stirring one day, out of the famine of exhaus- 
tion whidi renders that disease, when fatal, a pecu-- 
liar prdongation of the agony of dissolution; she 
caught an expressioa upon her hnsband'a face which 
absolutely sroused her. 
'« FhiUp,'' she said, «« am I going to die? '' 
•«0h, God knowsl*' he had cried, before he 
could be silcncod. Avis had not thought of It be- 
fore. She lay a fow moments peitbctly quiet. She 
did not, — like that great creature to whom late 
iuqipiness broqght an eariy death, to whose genius 
loTC was superadded, only that both might meroifony 
sleep hefore the conflict of ages shoukl befall which 
has set these two at odds in women, — she did not 
07 out, ^» 
** Ood Witt HOC s^orals «s, tps Aavs desn so 

No, not that 

Afterwards she remembered that she did not 
think about her husband at all. In one sup ie m e 
moment the whde foturs of two motherless chfl- 
dren pa s sed before her. One of those dairrojant 
flaahes whidi sometimes seem to mske mothctfaood ^ 
a fonn of prophecj, flared out across these mcon- 
sdous Hfes for. whose creatkNi she was responsible. 
Oddl^ enough fhe thii« presented itsetf to her In 
leolated pictures, as if she had been turning the 
leaTes of an fflnstrsted book. Nw saw Yan— a 
hnfe boy in Jackets ttai'did Mi flt — comfav ^ 
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with his nibber-boots wet: nobody told him to 
cfaiuige tliciiit 80 ho liml tlio luiig*fcver; and tiia 
nnning wos poor, so ho got tlie coogh. 

Ai distinctly, she saw him akulkiiig in fW>m ool« 
1^(0 ono night (a moonlit niglit) ; ho swore as ho 
camo np tlio steps ; tliero was something wrong, bat 
lio did not tell his (hthcr. Van would never confide 
In his Ihther. Then sho saw her little danghtcr. 
Avis was soro that she Icnew what her dangtitcr was 
like, before the child was a week old, — a reticent, . 
solitary littlo giri, hating her patchwork, always 
down by the sea ; as flill of dreams as a daric ni{^it, 
and as impenetrable, — her daughter, brought up by 
another woman. There proboblj* would bo a step- 
mother. Bather a pretty woman. Avis thought sho 
would be (Pliilip*s taste was fhstidious), well-bred 
and a Uttlo dressy, a member of a Ilannouth read- 
ing-club, but without a career ; probably her bread 
would always rise ; and she wonkl turn the stndk) 
Into an excellent lumber-room, with every thing done 
op in camphor, and carefhlly shalcen twice a 3*ear on 
•ooount of the moths. 

«« Doctor,'' she repeated, '« is It death that is the' 
matter with me?" The baby, as her mother spoko, 
began to ay flnm the a^loiniqg room ; not crossly, 
as the boy used to, but with a low, confiding wail. 
Avis conhl never be impatient with her little ghi's 
ciy* Yattf too, came trotting up vodlbrously, do- 
mandlngt behind the al^-foom door, to be kt in 

irfqr he eooUB't get the kitty 
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thrnu|^ the ice-cream ftoeier. Ills voice, as his 
Ihther hashed him, died away rebellionsly. A sin- 
gular upheaval of the mohil nature seemed to A%is 
to take place in herself; eomething stron ger, be- 
cause mora vital than the revolt of tlie will or the 
physical reo^ against death. Her children assumed 
the form of awftil claims u|N>n her consdence ; they 
presented a code to lier, abeohite, imperious, inte- 
gral with the law of God. 

'«It is wicked '' she said akmd, «' it is wicked for 
the mother of two littlo diildren — babics^to die. 
Doctor, you should havo tohl me I was in danger of 
committing such a mistake. I will not do it. Do 
jxra i^iderBtand? I will not die I Call in my hus- 
band. Tell him to kneel down there and pny. 
God understands about this. It Is my duty to 
live." 

Magnificently sho sot herself moment by moment 
to conquer death. She ooimtod the dropping of the 
medicino which sho couM not swallow, tho passing 
of her pulse, the beating of her heait, tho ticking of 
tho watch. Sho cast tho whole foroo of her natnro 
upon that die. Iler wHl ra^g Iron to tim criaie* 
IGHm ropeatod at Intervals, — 

*« It Is my duty to Uvo." 

She contlnned the strqgi^ for throe days, gra^* 
lug weaker. On the fourth sfao swaUowed brandy; 
on the next her medicine ; beef-Juloe on tho next. 
Evoy physldan knows snch casee. **Tlie soul 
makes her own bo^t** sold the yreal pIqrBkiaa 
StahL 
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AtIi foc0v<erad rapldfy* 

Feriiftpt the ineTitable n-actions of oomralMoeiioe 
lold more heftvilj apon Oetnmder than upon moal 
people. Hie meroorial sensltiveneaa to diecomfofts 
roeeaa the excitement of danger ebbed. The annoy- 
ances of dckneee acted npon him like cokgne upon 
abloodeddog. (If any reader fUl to onderstand the 
teoe of this simile, let him put the experiment in 
practice.) Ostrander had never been able to remain 
within hearing of the children's coo|^. Once when 
the boy was 01, long sgo, worn with watching. Avis 
had asked him to take the baby a while. He said, 
^ Oh, certainly! " and paoed the lk>or with Master 
Van, who was black in the fhoe with Tocal disappro- 
bation of the arrangement, for half an hour, llien 
Atis heard Philip say through his clinched teeth, « 

**ru gtt a nmrm far ikU ckOd Uhtmommf if H 

She nerer asked m™ to take the bab fes a gf tiut 
On this partlcnlar night, when it oocuii ed to Avis 

to fie *i*it»Mnff jQgt how long they had been maRied, 

he had come up after tea and ssid, — 
•• Mcdy UMrighl, AtIs? '' And she had said, — 
•'Thank yon, FhOipr' And he had asked, — 
** If we leavo the doors open, will H not rest yon 

to hear a Bttla mmIo before I go omr '' And she 
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I1isid[yon,nil^r' AndOisBheliadsald,— 
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She tore the bandage off her throat when he had 
gone. Philip was always fastldions about scents; no 
wonder this kepi him out of the sick-room so much. 
She Mt a little solitaiy, listenhig to Barbara's ibie 
execution down stairs, as the twill^ came on. Bui 
she wss ghid and grateftd to haire Philip amused. 
Baibara was playiiy the "Addalde,'' then the 
operas, " Troratore,'' •• Lnda,'' " Fanst.'' Eveiy 
thing she touched to-night had the sway of Dunil- 
iarily: «Tery thing wasfhllof ariaa,of — H was not 
eaqr to s&y what. Barbara was not a womsn of 
strong emotions. She possessed, however, abundant 
sensltivenees to strong effects. 

Avis thoi^fat how k»g it waa sines her hnsband 
had asked ker to play to him. She fenwiB iie i e d the 
day when he said beneath Us brsath, — 

««Whaiatottch!" 

But now Baibara had b^gun t4 

''OhI diana ye mind, yiNmf 

WhMiihe VBd wlae yt WM ipima*, 

Bowyeaipde the ci^(m round end 
An dighted Darbsia Alton f** 

Baibara was still playiiy, when, pttant to tiw i|olet 
of 4f€iu iiii^ sIrBQgth, Avis _ 
hb waimd« II was tela, and tiw 
slilL 

The door was open Into the halt Philip, 
Iqg iqs mnsl havo tofotlsn It He usually esme In, 
but, now thai she waa so UMMh better, 
UHnly tooked In, on Ua wnr to Iks Mte 
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which ho oooopied. AtIb rose to shut tho door: m 
sho did sOf she gbmced at her watch. It was two 
o'dodc. 

The gas in the hall was still lighted; and thoy 
ooold not aflbid to waste gos in these dajs. Think- 
ing it a pity to wake the nnrse, and feeling her 
strength rother rising than falling with the exertion, 
Aris flung over her wrapper a shawl, — the carmine 
one, — folding it about her face and head, and crept 
along, hand over hand upon the balusters, clinging 
with care. Her bare feet made no sound upon the 
carpeted stairs: not a board creaked beneath her 
tread she noticed, as she crawled down. 

Half way dqwn the stairs, she was surprised to 
hear the sound of a voice, low and irr^larly artio- 
ulate ; no — voices — two. The sound came flrom the 
parior ; and then she saw that the park>r-door, too, 
was open, and that the room was still lighted like 
tfaehaU. 

She was for the moment slightly stArtlcd. There 
was usually a little tramp and buiglar panic in Ilar- 
Booth in the eariy autunm nights, and usually with 
some reason. Tlien ahe remembered thai Philip 
had said something of an appointment with an Eng« 
Uohmani with a notion about makiog telpgrqihy 
onbservient to andiUe speech. But she crept on to 
make quite sure and aalb, staggering a little, hoktiiy 
Iqr tho wan, and so into tho doorway. 

Ilwao iwi ttif FngMshwiani 
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Pbo: *' Bow leoff rtmalMd tte S^kto m* to thMf < 
En: HertMoniaUlitrM: *tli ttw aetr hm." 

Qoanrsr 



BARBARA ALLEN sat on the piano-stool, lean- 
ing backward, one elbow upon the musio-rack, 
and the poise of her pleasant figure resting upon the 
bruised white keys. 

The sheets of music lay scattered about ; one or 
two had Men to the floor : they lay with disordered 
leaves. A hand surprised by some momentary dis- 
turbance would have dropped them so. Barbara's 
touch was habituaUy self-possessed; that of few 
women more so. Barbara's head was bent. Her 
bronze curls fell against her cheek, sweeping clean 
that fine profile ttom tho comb to tho curve of tho 
neck. There were traces of agitation upon her ihoo. 

Philip Ostrander sat besklo her. He had drawn 
his chair, so that Its edge and the edge of tho piano- 
stool oolUded. The hardly-acqufared hoosekecper's 
impulse in Avis noticed this, even at that moment, 
and she thon^t how tho varnish was getting rubbed. 

One of Ostrandcr'o arma was strotdiod out, his 
hand lasting uiion the bass keys. It could not be 
stricUy said that It endrded Bait)ara*s waist; but 
BobMk to tho piaooiotoolt and Baitiani 
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was tirod. In his other hand he held, abw ! he held 
her own. There were dimples in Bartmra's fingers ; 
she had oool, dear-enty eonsdoos nails. She had 
pat her hand in Ostrander*s, so that the profile of 
the thnmb and first finger was presented to view ; a 
oonstitational amendment on nature, whidi n hand 
not altogether of the smallest mnj sorely find legiti- 
mate. Natoro had as jet soiTered no sneh sor^lse 
in Barbara as to enable her to foiget this ; bat then 
Barbara had never allowed a man to hdd her hand 
before. 

Ostrandcr's eyes were Ikstened upon Barbara's 
ihce. They wore the look which a woman aocas- 
tomod to the admiration of men would feel, whether 
throa^ the lid of her eye or her coflln. Yoo think 
yoo can watdi a woman as yoa will, sir, becanse 
she happena to be at the other end of the room? 
tfansfigaredinconrersation with the hostess? netted 
in the kbyrinth of a crodieted shawl-strap? np to 
the ears of her soul in the poem or the sonata? 
promising the next polka to your rival? or adoring 
the Tintoretto, with her cod, round shonklers to yoa ? 
Do yoa flmcy that you can lift an ^ydaah that siie 
will not know It, a^y more than yoa can pass a com- 
■wnt on the weather that she wOl not hear? 

Barbara's lashes swqit har flashed dwek; bat 
aha would have seen Ostmnder's feok through her 
badk-hair. 

Ostrandcr's Ihoa wors a pecoUar illnminatloo 
ba admired a^y thingi — a statosy a piotorp, 
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or a woman. Hie oomcrs of his mouth quivered a 
little, and his lips parted in a smile beskle whose 
silent homage a spoiran word would have seemed a 
definite rudeness. There was a refined, cod light in 
his eye, too, whidi Barbara exceedingly admired. 
She had never seen a man look Just like that. Uis 
whole bearing was that of one swayed by a delicate 
btosicatioo, in which all that was noblest, cabnest, 
and most permanent in himself, deferred to the ob- 
ject which had cxdted it. 

It was this look which his wifo — years past, now, 
there in the garden-studio, when the apple-blossoms 
fell about them — used to surprise, loddng up sud- 
denly from her pdnting; and then dt li(tiog her 
bcautiAil head gravely beneath it. It was this look 
which his wife surprised now. 

Fhilip Ostrandor was called a man of great dls- 
cretk>n in his rdatkms to women. It ia doubtflil if 
hia most wayward fancy had ever betrayed him into 
a positive sodd imprudence before. — What, then, 
would he have done with Baibara's hand? 

When Avia aaw him lift it, prisoned there like a 
bird against his leaniog shoulder, she stirred, and 
would have uttered his name. Her lips made bo 
aoond; but her trailing dress rustled upon the floor. 
Barbara started. Fhilip turned skywly around. 

His wifo in the doorway, haggard from hm mortal 
dckness, stood odossd. She was paler, periiaps, 
than need be, In that red drapeiy. She gallierod It, 
for H had follso afanost to hsr knee, in one hand. 
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The other was thnut into the empty air. She had 
never reminded him of her great Venus as she did at 
that moment. In the blind action of her arm and 
ilgiire was somethii^ of the same shrinking as of a 
creatare ftom whom a shield had been torn away. 
Hie real or fimded simikirity in her ffeatnres, too, 
was emphasized by the "way she held her head. 

By degrees her pallor deepened dreadflilly. Her 
featnres seemed to grow thin and sheer like a marble 
medallion of a spirit. 

Philip Ostrander k)oked ftom her to Barbara's 
ooris; and his eyes dropped like a fklling star. 

Barbara drew away her hand swiftly. He woold 
not hare had her do this! it was an implication 
which, he began angrily to say to himself, tbo dr- 
comstanoes did not call for. He loased himself al 
tfato, and said in his easy way,— 

" Why, Avis ! " 

Bnt Barbara said nothing. 

Avis also said nothing— nothing at all. She 
advanced a step or two into the room, and in silence 
pointed to the little Egyptian dock upon the mantel- 
piece, wiwse bronse sphinx tokl the boor,— seven 
minotes past two o'dodr. With the other hand she 
pointed to the door. 

Barbait arose at once. She said she had no idea 
It was so late; she muttered something about being 
very sorry, siid that she was aftald Avis would taku 
cold. Barbara had never got into such a aliall 
8te WW ftlghftttid. 
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Avis did ndt stir when Barbara left the room, but 
stood, still pointiQg with a grand sweep of her arm 
to the open door. Feibaps never in her youth and 
Joy and color had she possessed more beauty than 
at that moment. It is undeniable, explain it as yoo 
will, that Ostrander's most conscious emotion Just 
then was one of overpowering admiration for his 
wife. He Iblt a kind of terrible taunting pride in 
her. He did not believe there was another such 
woman in the world. He could have flung himsdf 
at her feet, if he had dared. 

His eyes, as hers tnmsflx^ them, seemed sudden^ 
to reel; then came on their dead, dense look. Heap- 
' pearod to watch her ftom a vast distance like a being 
ftom another sphere ; as a dumb animal watches a 
human flice ; or the victim of some pitiable mania 
regards the sane. 

«* Don't be offended over a little thii«, Avis,*' he 
' began, collecting himself, stumbling into tlie weakest 
thing he could have said. 

He wished hotty that she would have burst into 
• repioaohes, accusations, into a passion of repulse or 
rebuke. The woman who does this puts herself at 
radical disadvantage with most men. Periiaps, 
minted with the unwortl^ consdonsness of this 
little pqrdK)l<^cal flMst, a nobler Impulse stirred In 
(Mnuider's beart. VtAnpB he knew that he de- 
•erved the worrt she could have given, and It might 
have been a certain rdlef to Urn Just then, to get 
jrhat he deearved* 



S40 



THB BTOBT OF AYIB. 



TUB nOET OV AVIB. 



841 



But A?if ftiMwered bim not a woid. Her Up 
emled tU^tlj, ~ hia wife's lip, — coiled abore him 
M she stood looking down. A sin^^e srtioiilste qri- 
lable would hsTo broken the exquisite edge of her 
sooni ; but she did not otter ft. He felt onder her 
siknoe as men msj onder cradilxion, which does 
not penult the victim even to writhe. 

*^ Too are making a moontain oot of a mole-hill/' 
he ssid initablj, rising with his ftagitiTe IwA, deters 
mined to pot an end to this dumb and dangeroos 
scene; **and it is a terrible impmdence ibr joa 
to be here In the cold. Too will have a relapse to- 
morrow. Let me help yoo op the stairs.'* 

AdTandng, he pot oot both hands, and woold 
bare toodied, sopporting her. Bat Avis, with a 
sUglit, imperioos gestore, wared him away. 

'•Yeiy well/' he sidd, «'haTo it as joo will." 
He stood to wstch her fiom the bottom of the stairs, 
anzioos for her, till he sboold see her safely op. 
8he hsd swept 1^ him with a certain strength, hot 
tottered oo the int stair. He sprang and ouigfat 
her; hehl her for one moment so impetooosly, that 
Us trained car detected the irrqpdar, slqggish best- 
ipgofherheart,— aparslytlobeat. ItsknnedUm, 
and he ssid hnnledly , — 

** Too are not it to get op 1^ yoorself. Don'tbe 
ao hard on a man, ATis I '' 

Bot she dls s a gs g ed heneU; and crawled op alone. 
lie Mbwedat a little dlstanos to catdi her. If she 
tibqrnaflhedthalaiiding; aadshi 



on into the Aided roee-red room, and shot the door. 
The wind was rising as shs went In. She crawled 
weekly into bed, and lay with her hands crossed, lis- 
tening to it. It blew aU night fltAdly, like the re- 
solve of some greet live, lawless natoro ; bot It rose 
perceptibly fkom boor to boor. Towards morning 
it biUcd. 

In the morning annt Giloe csme over, and Bartiara 
sent op word, that, if she ooold be spared, periispe 
she had better go home. Avis replied that she 
ehooki like to see her. Bartisra esmo awkwardly 
enoo^. She hsd been crying, and her ftoot-hair 
was oot of crimp. Avis looked at her with gaont, 
insomniao .eyes ; it was evident that she ^isd not 
slept, bot she was qoite at ease. She thanked Bar- 
bara for all her kindness, and bade her a grave 
good-oy. 

BariMra looked soOen for a adnote ; then a qoiver 
tan throng the bronse oorls. She began to sob. 

'• Fhiy don't," said Avis wearily. '* I am not 
qoite strong enoi^ — to — see pec^ cry. Bot I 
ondcntand yeor Ibeiing. It Is so dangeroos Ibr a / 
womaatooommit an Indeeoraml Society docs not ' 
fxcose her as U docs a man. Wm yoo ask annt 
ChkM to brii« the chfldren op? " 

Avis spoke gent^* A certain terror ftll opoo her 
at flndlqg In her own heart no atiag shsrper than 
that of a sad oeom. She hsd rsther hoped thsi shs 
miglit find hsrself a little JealDOS of Barbara. She 

low wot 
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ft piedoiM, dlseftsed liib, of wUdi we haTe not the 
ooonigo to despair. She fiumod it wikllj. Better 
Are than fioet I Better the seething than the flrees- 
ingdcathl But all licr soul was numb. She looked 
calmly at Barbara's curb and fresh maiden colors 
and attitudes. She could not be Jealous of so slight 
ft thing. With a sickening dismay she perceived 
that Philip — he too — began to seem to her small 
andlhrflike a figure seen in the valley of an incoher* 
ent dream. 8he felt as if she had suddenly stepped 
into a worid of pygmies, and had a liliputian code to 
learn before she coukl take up the duties of dtiaen- 
ship therein. 

Barbara stopped crying. She stole down stairs 
with dijt startled i^yes. An indeomrumf Soetdyf 
Eacumf Barbara repeated the words conftisedfy; 
Two weeks ago she would hare regarded the snppo* 
sition that any human lip would ever tell her she 
had been indecorous, with ft pleasant unconcern, like 
that with which she regarded the habits of the caTe- 
men, or the sut^lect of unconsdoos cerebration. 
Barbara thought she ought to see Philip Ostrander 
aft once, awl ask him if he thou|^ any harm was 
done. But he was in the study, and the door was 
kidnd. When he came out, he asked where she 
was, and his littfo boy told hhn she had gone. 

Now, Bftrban fofgot to take her sun-ombralla. II 
was the mkkUe of the afternoon befbra Ostrsnder 
■aw it— ft pretty purple silk toy— hanging by the 
ehrteh of a UtOe ifwy hand upon the hat-lrse. Os- 
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trander saw it, and thought he had bdter cany it 
orer to her: he must walk somewhere. Under the 
drcnmstances it would be more fitting that Baibara 
Bhookl not c(»ne for it; it would be pleasanter, In 
deed, for AyIs, he said to Umsdf : and Aria bad 
expressed no wish to see him to^y. lie put on 
his hot and stroUcd out, carrying the parasd. A 
deUcate perftnne hung about it, something thai he 
had never known any woman but Barbara to use: 
he remembered that he fknded it when she was 
taking care of that gunshot wound. Barbara had 
eertainly been very kind to them both. It was noi 
right that his wife's over-scroputousness should re- 
act unpleasantly upon her. The kast that a sense 
of honor demanded of him now was to see to it that 
Barbara shooki not in any manner sullbr from his 
folly. If he did not guard her, nobody would. No 
nan with a spark of diivahy in him wouW allow 
the woman whom he had so unlbrtnnately drawn 
into a trifling hiqirodence, to meet the conseqocnces 
of it unwarned or unshared. Then, too, he would 
not be misunderstood Umsdf In the aibir. If he 
couldhdpiU If be had said any thing that sounded 
indiscreet,— and he could noi remember that he 
realfyhad,— it would be better to explain to Bar- 
bara predsdy what he did mean: there diould be 
no mistake In the thing aiiywhere. There was no 
need thai any man with a sound head shonkl get 
Into thsi lbg4Midt of rdatione In whkii asen and 
wm dwftfa fldi« Mtmr flir diVie Iftdc of 
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A dear nndcntanding each of wbtA (lie oCber 

wanted. He thought the aooner he had a talk irith 

Bartmra the better. 

He went to her brother'a hooae, and ahe preaented 

henclf at onoe ; her qrelida were atUl ddicateljdia- 

odored, like mln^beaten flowers, wUh tears. Oa- 

trander did not go in, hot atood in the hall, heeitatlflg. 
Heaaid,— 

** Here ia joar parasol.*' And Bari>ara thanked 
him ; and then there waa an awkward panae. 

**Iwanttoaeejoa — afew momenta,'* aaid Oa- 
trander gravely. 

** There ia company in the parior,** replied Bar- 
ban, with downcast eyes. 

** It Is pleasant on the bcadi thia afternoon,** 
orgcd Ostrander impalslTely. It did not seem quite 
possible now to go home without seeing Barliara 
alone. 

Barbara said, " Jnst aa yon like.** She got her 
hat, and they went oat in alienee together into the 
hot aommer afternoon. 

When they readied the bcadi, he aaid, «« It will be 
cooler on the water.** Nothing bat common-pbcea 
oceurred to him. 

He poahed down the boat,^hia wiflB*a little 
doty,— and helped Barbara in. She dipped, and 
be cangfat her, bat ndther spoke: she rdeaaed her 
liandaak>wly. An old flsherman stood on the beadi, 
hanttng Ua dhiy boati with a napiiy ndasi acraas 
the coane gray aaad. 
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«< I woaldn*t pat np that there aaU cf I waa yeoo, 

heaaid. 
*« And why not? *' argned Oatrander, glad to have 

something to amile at Joat then. Avla and he had 
alwaya diflbfed about that aail : ahe never need it. 

•I Yon mooght aa well pot apara onto an angd aa 
a aail onto adoiy,*' obeenrod the flshennan, dogmat- 
ically hioistening hia handa for another tog at hia 
boat. <* *Tain't in the natnr* of a doiy to atand it: 
thero'a ^atmr* in boata likewise aa there*a natnr* in 
flahea and fblka. No nae rowin* agin tide in none 
of aa. A dory, now, knowa what ahe wanta done aa 
dear aa yeoa do, or the lady. £f I waa yeoo, I 
woaldn't cross her. 

«• I wouldn't, either,'* aald Baibanu 

So Ostrander took the oars. He rowed hard, bot 
composedly, with the kmg, virile Harmoath stroke. 
He lowed qolte into the heart of the harbor; bat 
few boats were in dght. He drew in ^ oars, and 
they drifted beneath the bladng aky. Baibara pot 
np the aan-ombrella, and they aat nnder it in a par- 
pie light The broeie atradc pleaaantly acroaa the 
bay, and Um ann dipped. The wind lifted one of 
Baibara*a cnria, and blew tt aoftb^ against Ua check. 
He kicked at her ; bat ahe did not return hia kiok. 
She aat <|aite atilL 

"I am veiy aony,** he began, aad dopped. 
What in the name of leaaon waa he to aay he waa 
Ibr? Baibara came to Ua aid. She turned 
head: the wlad waa at ksr baokt aad caiiiad 



.♦ * 



THB 8T0BT OF ATI8. 



847 



M$ 



THE BTOBT OF ATI8. 



•niMrliairibrwmid, so that ber Hum looked out of «\ 
■oft mieola. She said, — 

** Avis was Teiy nnidi annoyed/' 

** I aoppoee ao/' answered Ostrander irritably. 

*« Do yoa tUnk/' asked Barbara timidly, '' that 
aiqr— any thing nnpleasani — any harm will oome ? ** 

**IIann cannot oome where there is no harm/' 
said Ostrander, suddenly remembering that this was 
tiM thing to say. 

** Certain^ not," replied Barbara more oonra* 
geoosly. 

** The whole world is welcome to hesr any thing 
that I haTB erer aaid to 3*011, Miss Barbara," he 
went on in aconlldent, dear tone. 

** Why, of coarse," said Baibara. 

It seemed ibr the moment to make qalte sure of 
It, that he should say it, and that she should assent 
to it. Ha took up the oars with a sigh of relief, 
and instlnotfTely, periu^, msde toward the shore, 
as If it wars sate to let this seene end Jost whers it 



The tide, whUe they drifted, had tamed. Ho 
vowed a Ibw minntes in the hot son, labotiooafyi 
and then laid down the oars: he csme and sat 
mder the son-oinbralla. Baibara's Ikoe looked nn- 
osnaDy tender in the parple light. Their eyes met. 
Neeeasaifly they sat so near, that he oooM psfesife 
Iha agitated flnetoatkm of her breath. 

•« lbs man was right," he ssid in a bw tone t «< It 
Is of M OSS to row i«;shist the tide." 
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«< Oh, bosh I " said Barbara. 

It is possible to say a Teiy dangeroos thing in a 
perfectly safe way. Ostrandcr's readiness both of 
the lip and of the fanpy at once exposed and pro- 
looted him in the possession of this perilous power. 
When he said, "It is of no use to row against the 
tide," he certainly was not altogether thinking of 
the ades of Harmoath Harbor. Bat when Barbara 
not only pertxdved that he was not, bat committed 
the mistake of letting him know that she perceived 
it, ho fell iMU^ ^ <>>^ "P^ ^^ ^**^ rigniiicanoe 
of his words. InstincdYdy he had provided him- 
self with a barricade of sadi signillcance. If one 
trendi had fUkd, he would have withdrawn to an- 
other, stricUy, in his own view st least, on terms 
of honorable retreat. This is one of the aoddenU 
liable to a lithe mind, and may fiuten itself upon a 
nature of great delicaqy ; in rare cases, upoa one of 

real rectitude. 

Ostrander regarded Bartiara with a certain gentle- 
manly snrprise, and sa}1ng in his usual voice,— 

«• However, we win try again," took up the oars. 

But the tide set sternly against him, and he pcr- 
eeivod now how te they had drifted. His friend 
the fisherman was abreast of them: he oat fai the 
sun, hauHng oat his nets, still aa a flgure In the tea- 
ground of a marine picture. 

"With your pcrmisskm," said Ostrander after a 
fcw minutes' very nnplstonio hard woik, " I tldrit 
we wiU pot up the satt. There is not wind eooogh 
to trouble a nantOua." 
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He pat it ap, and they glided along qoietljr ; tli« 
swifter motion at once rested and excited him. When 
Barbara said, How pleasant it was I liis deepening 
Toioe and ejes answered, — 

*' I am afraid it is too pleasant.'* Bat Barbara 
did not aay, «• Oh, hoshl '' She knew better this 
time. 

They were sitting so, she leaning over the gan- 
wale like a violet, with the purple U^t across her 
white dress, when a slight stir strode the perfectly 
calm water, as if the feet of an nnseen spirit trod 
across it. Then the whole bay seemed to gather her 
teight shoaldors, and shiver a little. Then the near 
waves 'crinkled and curdled, as flesh does with fear. 

Ostrander sprang to wrench the litUe mast out of 
As sodcet Just as the dory reeled. He was too hits. 

As he went down, he saw the fisherman leaning, 
{unwale to the water's edge, the fine lines that his 
black net made against the sky, and the wreath of 
•moke from his pipe. Distinctly he thoagfat what a 
good sketch Avis woold make of it. 

Then he thought how the bay looked like a lake of 
blue ibe, and how he and Barbara were going into 
tt t<^gether. The last thing that occurred to Urn 
was, " We have been struck bj a white squall/' 

By the time that he had b^gun to ascend, he was 
not oonsdous of any oohersnt kiea, except that, if he 
and Baitara were drowned, then and thm, tt^gether, 
kis wife would believe him a rascal to the end of her 

Bib. And then he knew that the mere ikct of 4j^ 
was oi^y an laoideBt in thai supreme despair. 
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He struggled up, and struck out madly. Barbara 
was dinging to the bottom of the doty. She was 
calling to him. He seemed a great way off. The 
water between them — calm now as o u tw o rn feeling — 
was a cold and deadly bhie. Once more he thought 
of the hike of fire, and of those terrible okl Bible 
meti^ors that played upon it in such a ghastly way. 

He made his way rather weakly. Whowoukihave 
believed that the biasing summer sea oould hoU so 
ooklaheart? The fisherman was oomiqg with loog, 
sharp, agitated strokes : the water reded under his 
blows. Ostrander's head reded too. Ho was grow- 
ing very oold. A paralytio thiokenlng of the ten- 
dons, and Btiilbning in his muscles, had crept upoa 

him. 
««My6odl" heaaid aloud, ** ami goiqg to have 

the cramp? " 

Then the boat made a great leap, and recoiled oa 
itsdf, like a Jaguar, and snatched him up. 

" You took me belbre tlie lady I " cried Ostran- 
der, horror strudc. 

«• The lady does very wdll" said he of the sea 
impertnrbably. **Am kmg as th^ can sereedi, 
they ain't cramped. Just you sUy where yoo be. 
You mought be took sgia— sad she's pretty solkL 
I'U haul her in." 

Barbara #as hsnled In, band over hand, like a 
macketel-net $ the dmy was righted, and taken In 
tow — posribly the wbols thing had taken seven 
minutes. The flsbsnasn had not i s m ofs d the pips 
from his mouth. 



I i 



850 



THS 8T0BT OF AYI8. 



Ottnuider and Barbiira sat awkwardly and miter- 
ablj in the dirty boat. When the llah flopped in the 
netf and an ed, in the struggle for ezistenoo, Jumped 
Into Barbara's lap, Ostrandcr felt as if he were 
watching the blne-dcyils in the last act of some 
Bcoond-rato qNsia. The purple nmbrcUa was gone. 
Ili^ in the western heavens the holy sun peered into 
their ikccs. His ihstidious ihncy revolted from this 
grotesque, satiric ending to a highly-wrought experi- 
ence. He would have found it hard to explain why 
he fcH as if it must be, somehow, Barbara's fault. 
He could not iniagine his wife, for instance, in the 
same boat with an eel. Ai all events, she would 
not have shridced at it. He was surprised to find 
how it altered Barbara's appearance to have her 
curls washed straight. 

The fisherman took the pipe ftom his mouth as 
tiiej grated on the solitary beach. 

** Mebbe," he said, «« yo'U remember next time 
not to hurt the feelins of a dory. A doiy's like a 
ladyi sir. The man that slights it has to pay for It 
Ibst or hst. She's tender in the feelins, a dory Is.'' 

He had landed them, as diance would have It, Just 
off the ll|^i-house reef; and Baibara and Ostninder 
walked up throq^ the divorced goige together. 
Baibara did not understand the expresskm which his 
Ace bad assumed. She thought him veiy cross. 
Ha, te Us part, was not thinking about Barbara at 
flIL 

Ho aadBaibani parted miaerably eoom^ at tiio 
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edge of the town. They agreed that it was better 
■0. Barbara protested that she was not veiy wet, 
and preferred to take care of herself. When he said 
that he supposed It wouM attract less attention, she 
assented deddedly. She said shewaa sonythey 
went' to row. She asked him if he were going to tell 
Avis. Barbara was thoron^ly alarmed. 

Ostrandcr went quickly home. As he passed his 
wife's room, she called him. The door was open. 
Avis sat upon the edge of the bed, partly dressed : 
she had thrown a thick shawl about h^, and her 
bare feet, with which, it seemed, she had been trying 
her strength, hung weakly. Just touching the floor. 
Something in her attitude — whether it were the 
weaknessorthestrcngthof it, its courage or despafar 
— aifccted Ostrandcr powcrftilly. He stopped In 
the door^way, feeling dtftgraced and miserable. He 
did not cross the threshold of his wife's room. She 
■aid rapidly, — 

«< What has happened, Philip?" 

** I was out in the doiy, and got stradc by a white 
squall. That Is all, except that I had the cramp, 
and a mackerel-boat pidced me up." 

Ostrandcr brought the words out stolid^. Ho 
did not exactly mean to appeal to her fear or qrm* 
pathy ; yet he felt oonsdousof some disappointment 
that she exhibited no sign (^ dther. She saki, — 

<• Was Baibara with you ? " 

«* Yes," said Ostrander doggedly. Hk quick 
of lifltalkm rose. He 'was not golqg to stand 
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•Dd deftod himseir like a adiool-boj. Time wm a 
long sUenoe. 

«' WeU,'* he said, brealdng it nneasi^, «« I mail 
go and get oat of these wet things/* 

*« It will be best for both of as/' said Avis in a 
low Toioe, after yet another paose, in which she had 
sat with her ejes upon the floor, bat risii^ now, and 
sHpping to her feet, '' if this thing is to go on, •— if 
joa wish to indulge platonio iHendships with other 
women, — that joar wife shook! notbe onneoessari^ 
Insolted by it; yoa wookl agree with me, I am sore, 

that I had better take the chiklrea, and go to Ikther's 
Ibrawhile." 

When he was gone, she crawled back into bed. 
The woids of the woman Snsan Jessap had dogged 
her thoaghts that day: ''He got tired of me. I 
tboaght he wookl get tired of every other woman.'* 
Oddly bedde them stepped in that hideoos oU 
il^jiiie of Goethe's,— 

** The false one looked for a dtlatler lot; 
The eoutsat one wearied m& out and oaf 

llMse poTNaed her like the Jii^e on the hand-oigan 
that Mlows OS seren squares away. She hated her 
own heart ibr giving ho^tality to sooh woids. 

The children were laqghing in the nnrsery. Biids 
broke their hearts Ibr y^ apon the window-ledge. 
She shrank as she listened, tondi^ weaii^ in bed. 
An sweet ooonds In lilb seemed to have lUlen sod* 
d8i4y a ssml-tooe too h(g^ or too bw Ibr hsft so 
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that hannoiqr itself became an exqaisite ingenoity 
of discord. She seemed to herself like that afflicted 
musician to whose physical ear this happened ; or 
like that other, who stood stone deaf in the mkldle 
of his orchestra. 

How could thcj ever hear — she and Philip now 
•—the perfect music of a hi^py home again? 

She straggled with the unique dismay whidi over- 
takes the woman who flist teams that she has 
married a capridous man. Avis thought, that if her 
husband had committed a forgery, or been brought f 
home dxank,she should have seen mote distinctly, 
at least more dearly, where her duty lay. She was 
sure that she should have gone on loving him, in 
«flerce proportion to the depth of his Ihll, till death 
had resolved all love to dements so simple, that it 
knew no code of duty, and needed no spoken bond. 
But then he would have loved her. She could not 
spend hcrsdf for the husband whose tone and touch 
had hardened to her. She cooM not cast away the 
pearls of wifehood : that were to commit the nnpar- 
donable dn of married story. 

But Ostrander came back presently, manfbl^ 
enough, to his wife's room. He waa startled by 
wlutt she had said, and touched by the gentte dig- 
nity with which she had said it. Then the con- 
sciousness of dean linen is in and of itself a sooroe 
of mond strength onfy second to that of a dean con- 
sdence. A weU-ironed ooUar, or a flresh glove, has 
eanied ma^y a man through the omsfgeoflgr In whteh 
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• wrinide or a rip would haTO defeated him. Os- 
tnmder came in, lookiug veiy dean and comfortable, 
■bat the door, and sat down bj his wiib on the edge 
of the bed. He leaned, patting one ann otct her 
where there was room to support himself, npon his 
hand ! Ayis stiired uneasily, and he removed it 

** You haTO given me no ohanoe. Avis," he began, 
**to explain mjself: I don't see but I most take 
it." 
*' What is the use?" asked Avis diesrify. 
** I don't understand jour disinclination to discuss 
the matter," said Ostrander, flushing slightly. 

''There is nothing to discuss," ssid his wift, 
tumiqg her hesd ikom side to side upon the pillow. 
*' When a man has ccssed to love his wife, that is 
not a subject of discussion between them." 

" Upon your own lips rest the shadow from those 
wordsl" he cried with an hcnrfc air. '*/ did not 
utter them. I scorn to de^y that I have ceased to 
kve my wife." 

"You adopt a singukr method of expressing 
your afliBctkm," said Avis. She wss tdrifled at her 
own words as soon as they were spoken. Boots of 
Uttcmess and blif^t seemed to be Ikstenii^ upon 
her soul, like a Itangoid disease upon the flesh. 

'•Well, admit then," sakl he with a peouliariy 

whudqg air of patient sadness, " that my love is 

not quite the same as it was ; that it has assumed, 

with time, a diflhreot flona and different Ibrae." 

««Oh,hndil" cried Avis. She eould not hsip 
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h: the Imperious Impulse of the woman ove is we pt 
her. When her husband understated in her ears 
that which her own voice had underscored, she Iblt 
as if she had pluqged a knife into a dissolving fl^iost, 
and drawtf it bade, reeking with human blood. AD 
was over now, she thought. They never could look 
at each other with tender fictions in their glance 
again. Thdr Ibur lips had qwken the tenible 
truth ! In their eyes forever woukl be the mcmoiy 
of it. 

'" I am sofiy," continued Ostrander sadly, " that 
n^ peculiar temperament has brou^t you into suf« 
Ibring. I ou^^t to have foreseen it ; but I had more^ 
confidence in nqrself than events have wananted." 

" Do you care fbr — do you love BartMua?" asked 
Avis abruptly. Her voice rang foreign to her own 
ears. The whole scene moved on dimly to her, aa 
If th^ sat on some solemn historic tribunal, weigh* 
Ing the fiite of two strangers whose lifo hung in their 
trembling hands. 

"Love her? iTo/" thundered Ostrander, recoil* 

" What<0 it like, I wonder," asked Avis, "to fbd 
as you do? I am not made so as to understand It, 
FhOip." 

" You may thank Heaven yoa are not, ' ' m armur ed 
Ostrander, ezactfy as If she had inquired of him 
toQchlog the suAriQgs oonsequont upon some pt^yal* 
cat defonnity. 

•*U It ftiemkUpyoQ oesk?" went oir Avis 
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ply* **Mj husband was my IHend. I needed no 
otiier." 

**Tliat U your temperament/' aald Oatimnder: 
**mlne Is different. I am sony it Is so. I don't 
knoir wliat more I can say." 

It Is impossible to convey the absence of self- 
Insistence and presence of gentle regret by which 
Ostrander contrived to transllgare these fteble words : 
they seemed, as ho uttered them, to be the outgrowth 
of a delicate and forbearing reticence, in itself tl|e 
Index of essential strength. Avis by for a few 
moments with a pathetic conAision on her worn face. 
Her husband made her fed as if she were desling 
with an aflUcted man. 

"It Is harder to be subject than the object of an 
infirmity," he went on. <' Do me the Justice, Avis, 
to remember that I must suffer more in discovering 
that my aflbction is capable of dumge than yon can 
in the consequences of such a fhct" 

*'That wm do," said Avis fUntiy, after a sOenoe. 
**It Is a waste of strength for us to talk. We do 
not understand each other." 

**I repeat," he said more eamest]|y, **that I am 
sony for the whole thing. You shall not be annoyed 
again. Don't take the children to fother's Just yet I" 
ne leaned over her, smiling; but her soul sickened 
withlnhcr* He had rather expected to Uss her (but 
ue expression of her month deteired Urn. He would 
as soon have dared to Use the Mellan ¥( 

How eould he know that a grsai impolse 
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her to throw herself upon his heart, and sob her miseiy 
out? It seemed incredible that Philip could not help 
her to bear it. They had been so dear to eadi other 
— ^for so loi^! Then she thought how he would 
soothe her,' and how she should writhe to remember 
It. He did not love her. He waa her husband. 
Humiliation be^-ond humiliation lay forever now in 
his caress. She gave him her hand gravdyi like a 
courteous acquaintance. 

She thought, '« I would have dni« to yov/" But 
ahe aaid only, — 

** Well, Philip, we must make the best we ean of 
It." After a sUenco she added, — 
. " We sliall alwaj's need each other's ibrbearanoe, 
though" — She could not bring herself to say, 
M though we have lost eadi other's love." And then 
Van ran In, radiant and indescribable. He lud in- 
vited ilaiy Ann and the kitty to a pai^. He had 
been dresdng his hair — with the prepared glue. * 

Baibara that afternoon onried A«r hair, with dieeks 
hotter than the seething tongs. She had made np 
her mind that it wouU be best for her to many bo- 
fore long. She thought, perhaps, she had amused 
herself with men about long enough. Barbara was 
exceedingly disconcerted at what had happened. She 
hoped there would be no talk i Barbara could think 
of nothing worse than to be talked about. She had 
never foigotten herself before. In Barbara's " set" 
in Haimooth, yoimg ladles did not flifi with maifM 
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BaitMum had nerer been the leaet in lore with 
Philip Ostrander. Bat, strictljr speaking, it oonld 
not be nid that she had erer qoite foigiven him for 
not having iUlen in love with herself before he mar- 
ried Avis. Yet she knew it was ezpeeting too mndi 
of the maseoline perception that he shoold under- 
stand an that. 

lYdbabljhe wookl go to his grave soppoaing that 
she cared. 

No more sobtfy confhsing type of woman than 
Barbara is as yet mdlmentary in the world. That 
man most have a keen and modest eje who will 
distingnish her vanity ftom her tenderness, or her 
love of Us admiration ihmi her love of himself. 

Barbara thought she shookl marry a minister. 

One day not long after, John Rose ran over to 
High Street. There was a poor fellow who oonld 
not get a sdiolarship; and Mrs. Ostrander had 
promised some flannels to those Finkham babies; 
and Coy sent over a taste of snow-podding ; and so 
on. Itot, when he went away, he pot one floger 
npon Ostrander'j arm with a ddicate yet deepening 
pujssiue. Ostrander Allowed him at once to the 



** I suppose yon know,** began John Rose, hesi- 
tating gravety, '« at least I thooght I had better can 
yonr attention to tiie Hut, that Harmoath is veiy 
mnohooonpied Just now with— that accident in the 
doiy.'* 

M Us— missUef It is I *' said Ostratttet atopplm 
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short. There was a sflenoe, in wMdi the two young 
men walked up and down in front of the gate. Avis 
watched them from the windows contentedly. She 
always liked to see her husband and John Boss to- 
gether. She thoo^t, or rather she felt, that John's 
must be one of the golden natures of which it would 
be possible to say, as was said of one of the grand- 
est of cur time— the noblest words, that can be 
spoken of any human life,— " There never Uved a 

truer friend.'' , 

Ostrander put his hand upon ths other's shoulder 

as they walked, and leaned upon it heavity. 

«« Seriously so, Boss? " he asked. 

•« Not unkindly so, I think," said Boss jOioug^ 
Ihlly;** but there is scms unn e c es sary and annoying 
gossip. It wiU soon blow over; but I thought- 
excuse me, Fhll — tt woukl be as well for yon to un- 
derstand it at the outset" 

••John," said Ostrander, after a kwger sOencn 
than before, «• if it be possible, —yon wffl help me, 
old ftllow, I know,— I hope a^y wifo may 
hear of this." 

She nsvsr did. 
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CHAPnSB XX. 

IN September the college fmi^en annoaocod that 
IVofesaor PhlUp OBtrandcr had resigned the as- 
rfstant geological chair in Harmoath Universitj, on 
Aooonni of an increasing delicacy of the lungs, In 
oonseqnence of which his ph3-sidans had Ibrbidden 
aU brain kbor, and required a dunge of diniate. It 
was understood that he would sail for Havre next 
week to spend the winter in the south of Prance. 
Hto resignaUon was deeply regretted by the Faculty 
•ndstudents. The academic yearopened prosper- 
oosly under the hands of Ph)fcssor Brown, his suo- 
oeasor. lYofcssor CoWn was expected to resiffn at 
the dose of the winter tenn. 
^ofessor Ostranderwas io feeble, that he had not 

bmprosent at the Senior FMy Idnd^ given by Hn. 
nesldent Hogarth at the usual lime. He had been 
••deeply missed in the drawing-room as he would 

bein the dass-room, both of whidi looatioM he end. 
aently graced. 

lYofessor Brown wm understood to be the man 
wba bad roesiU^y deteotrf the Bwdaa diifc--^ i;^ 
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tween the fWmtal sinuses In the wUte and grisly 
bears. A brilliant career was predicted for him. ' 

FooTiroTB. —A eontrilmtor adds, thsl hs la alto the dl»- 
coTorBf of the left foramen of the thinl eerrlcd vertebim of 
the ilrtt monkey who hermoniied with the enTiionment 
It is needlew to lay thai a Frethmaa bean the entire n»- 
sponslbUlty of this grsTe statement 

After the first strange chill was out of the lonely 
air, Avis was shocked to find her husband*a absence 
a relief. He had become extremely Irritable beforo 
he went away. The re-action ftem his coll<;ge-work, 
and ftom his escapade with Barbara, had added mor- 
tlflcation to mortification, under which he weakened 
petulantly. Like all untuned natures, he grew dis- 
cordant under the fHctlon of caro and trouble. lie 
became really so lU, that Avis felt that not an hour 
should be lost in removing him Ihmi the immediate 
pressuro of annoyances fhmi which she could not 
shield him. It was she who passed lightly over the 
embarrassments and economies under which the pro- 
jected Journey must plaoe the flunily. It was she 
who waa euro they ooukl get along Ull the lease of 
the house was out^ It was she who was oonfident 
that rest would restore him, and that a flitnn would 
await him. It was she who remembered the draughts 
that luiked for him, shaded the sun that daailed 
him, cured the headaches that ton him, went away to 
amuse the children when they fMted him. Philip 
mnit have the creaa-whip and the sheny, and the 
eounlryi and EaropOi thcmgh the 
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dismiflaed, and the seanistroes abAiidoiiedt 
and the rent paid — Heaven help her I — out of that 
locked studio to whose eold and disused waDs she 
should creep by and by with barren brain, and broken 
heart, and stiffened fingers. 

Avis took the emergency in her own strong hand. 
She planned, she hoped, she oonunanded, she con- 
trived. That intelligent self-sarrcndcr which is the 
supreme sign of strength, expressed itself in her 
I with the pictorial graciousness peculiar to her special 
gift. She brought the whole force of her profes- 
sional training to bear upon the shade of dje which 
might renew a baby's doak. She made the yery 
shoes that Van wore in those days,— poor little 
pathetic shoes, badlj stitched, peihaps, but of «z- 
quisite color, and a temporary defiance to the fiunily 
dioemaker. If only papa could have beefsteak at 
bfeakfiut, the omelette need not be in a nicked 
platter; and a flower or so on the table gave Van a 
swelling consciousness of hilarious domestic dissipa- 
tion, whidi obviated the gloom of absent luxuries. . 

** I am sonry to have you burdened with such petty 
eooDomles," Philip had said one day. But he spoke 
wifli the pcrfite reserve which had become habitual with 
1dm* He was always polite to his wife. He noticed 
her domestic iqgenuities with approval. Hesaid, — 

** We never thoqght yon would turn out so com- 
Ibitable a housdneper, did we, Avis?*' with an 
abMnt^ninded smile. And then he asked her what 
Witt Us paosporta, and If she had paehed 
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the Calasaya baric", and where was the lecture on 
** Chalk," which he thought he might have a chance 
to deliver in England. Avis answered patiently. 
She thought Fhilip walked about like a ftost-bitten 
man. A certain hardness in his nature, of whidi she 

• 

could not be mistsken in fancying herself the especial 
object, developed itself in a ddicato but ftcering form, 
like the ice-scenery upon a window. It was with pro- 
found intellectual conAision that she remembered his 
first kiss. Was this- the man who had wooed and 
won her with an idealixing gentleness which made 
of his incarnate love a thing.divine? To admit it 
seemed like a challei^ to the doctrine of personal 
identity. One day, spurred by a momentaiy impdse 
to leave no overture of wifely fofglveness and yearn- 
ing unoffered, of whose omission she might think 
afterwards with that scorohiqg self*nMke in whioh 
an shallow pride shrivels to the bitterest ashes, she 
crept up to him and began timidly,^- 

* * Fhilip, this poor old carmine shawl that yon used 
to like so mudi is pretty well ftded out. Do you 
remember the night when we first oome hone, whM 
I had it on?'' 

*« Tea, I remember," said FhiUp distinot^. 

«< We were veiy happy, Philip — then." 

"Tea." 

<* Sometimes I wonder," tremnkiusiy, '*< if no- 
thing in this worid can ever make us Ihel so again." 

•«That," he said, regardiiy her with cod, distani 
pym^ ** k entirely out of the qnesttoa/' Ike ntn 
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ed to be a Christian woman predsely as ihe was 
cspected to be a cnltiTatcd lady: in a matter of 
oonnCf sbundant speech was a soperflooos wcskness. 
She had escaped the grovcr dangers of this training, 
but not its life-long influences. It was inevitable 
that the tngcd j of her married life should result in 
a temporaiy syncope of fhith, whidi it was equally 
inevitable that she should support in perfect soUtode. 
But to dwell upon this i^hase of her experience would 
seem to copy the rude fiuilt of those biographers 
that break fhith with the personal confidence of the 
dead who can no longer protest. 

With a terror for whidi I do not fed at liberty 
to find speech or language, Avis watched dcpartii^ 
love shake the slow dust of his feet against her 
yoong life. With a dread which Aook to the roots 
of belief, she perce i ved that her own sli^ted ten- 
derness had now begun to diill. That Philip should 
^ I oease to love her — this could be borne. Therewas 
I a worse thing than that. All was hen while she yet 
[loved Um. 8he wrestled with her retreating allbe- 
"^tkm aa Jacob of old wrestled with tiie angel tfll 
bteak of day. She struggled with that which was 
greater and graver than the sweet ^lost of a ndned 
^hmm. Oie Ibi^ for her fldth in an that makes 
' ^lilb a privilege, or death a Joy. 

No aigum e ut for the InmoitaB^ of tta 
, aool sMuwd to her so triumphant aa Hiefl 
of one single uunian love* 
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M Viwm^ has papa gone to Jerusalem? 

** No, my son. Uamma has tokl yoo a great 
many times where papa has gone.'* 

"Jesus went to JerasalemI *' said Van with a 
reprovii^ smile, quite gentle, and a little sad, aa if 
his ihthcr had beoi caught in the ondssloii of ooom 
vital religious duty. ** But after I got floogh cry- 
ing, I fought I'd like to have him go. I*d rather 
kiss you myself, mairnna. I don't like another man 
to do it. rn have a wife of nqr own, when I get big 
enough he needn't fink 1 " 

"There, Van; that's enough Ihr now. Don't 
yon see I am very busy painting? I can't Uas little 
boys off day. Bun away now." 

Van disappeared, not without something of the 
iductance of a Jcalons lover drawing his first breath 
of bliss in the absence of his rival. Van's knre for 
Ms mother waa one of those setoct and serious paa- 
sions whicfa oocssionally make the tie between 
and mother an inflni*nre of complez power. She 
mnst be a woman of a rare matenml natura who wiD 
supersede' in the heart of a man the mother who is 
c^Mble of inq)lring in the boy n kve of this control- 
ling and sensitive kind. > 

Scarab had the palette4aiilb strack the cobalt to 
the Naples ydkm, when the stndki-door sUvefed, 
stirred, and ntartod with a protonged and inspiripg 
ereak. Van adarftted Ua little nose on probation 
iirto tho crack, and heaved a heart-breaking sigh* 

" Mamma," very sweety, " now PkO^ is 
Il f «dl yon A»i$t mqm't I ? " 
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«• Shot the door, Van." 

His prett J mamiiia had an unhappy habit of ex* 

pectmg to be obojod, which was a sooroe of serious 

disoider to Van's small system of phUosophj. Ho 

shot the door in — nose and all — with a filial haste 

and emphasis, the immediate conscqaences of which 

Ibll heaiilj npon both luirtics in this little domestio 

tragcdj* When the ontciy is OTcr, and the sobbing 

has ceased, slid the tears are kissed away, and the 

solid little sinner lies soothed npon the cranqicd and 

foigiving arm, where is the strength and glory of the 

I Tision ? Where are the leaping fingers that quivered 

I to do its bidding in the ftesh life of the winter mom« 

ling hoar? 

**Rnn away, again, Van: mother most go to 
woiK now* 

** Mamma,'* fldntly, ** I've sat down on — some* 
ISiig-»aolt. I'm all blue and colors, mamma, on my 
sadc behind. I didn't know it was year paktte, 
nannna. I dkln't mean to. Oh 1 I'd rather not. 
rdlikeashairl" 

*« Mamma," presently IW>m behind the locked 
door, ** I want a piece o' panky-pio." 

** No more pampUn-pie, to-day, Van ; and yoa 

't talk to mamma thvoogh the door any 

ft 

» 

** Oh I— wen, mamma, a pi€e$ o"paiiky-pie wQl 
do. I've had the sherries. I've had twcn^*ftee or 
nineteen canned sherries, lie and the bat^ eat 
'em. I eal the sbeiriesi and she eated the stones, 
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mamma. I pot 'em down her fttMt. She needn't 
have cried, I don't fink. So I want a piece o' 
punkj-pie." 

Silence snoceeds. 

** Mamma, can't you Idas little bo3rs o/l day? Not 
Tcty de$ little bo3-s, mamma?" 

** Dy and by. Van. Run to Julia now. Rnn and 
play with your little sister." 

Dut Blaster Van stoutly maintained that he did not 
wish the society of his little sister. He thought his 
little sister had bumped her head. He sbouki aspect 
mamma woukl want to unlock the door, and find out. 
If ho had the mudlago*bottle, and papa's niaor,*and 
the pretty pur|)le ink (and the kiss), he woukl go 
and find out, and never come up stain any more. 

" Mamma," by and by, ** do you love my little 
sister best of me, or me best of my little sister? I 
shoukl fink you'd rather kt me in and tell me 'boot 
that. 

«>0 mammal " once more persuasively, "I want 
to say my prayers." 

•« To-ni|^t, Van, at bed-time." 

** No, I want to say 'em quidc via minute. If 
you'll let me in to say my prayers, I'll go stral^ 
down and see if Julia'a got the cookies done." 

Love in the guise of religion, as ever since the 
worid was young, carried the ykdding day before 
him. With despahr in her heart and the palette 
ftesh fttNn its sorviee ss a cricket in her hand. Avis 
admits the UtUo devotee. Fhnp iqpon Us 
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upon the diyiog-oO — in the nnattenble backgromid 
of thai sadE— drope Van, and thus wajlaja the 
throoe of gnee,— 

*« O Lord I please to not let boys toll lies and say 
he's got a JadE-knife and a pistol in his pocket 
when he hasn't either one whidi a boy dkl to Jadk 
Bose and me this morning O Loid Amen. • . . 
llamma, I fink it was one of the FUmpton boys. 
Jfoio will you kiss me, mamma? ** 

And so, and so, and so — what art can tell ns 
how? O golden winter morning 1 your ooy heart is 
repulsed forever ; and when fWmi the depths of the 
house, sweeps, like a scythe apon the artist's ncnres, 
that soond which all the woman in her shrinks to 
hear, — the ary of a hurt baby, — Avis with a sigh 
onhMfa the stodio-door. There is the problem of 
ages in that speechless si^^. Van, all paint and 
patienoe, like a spaniel lies corkd upon the floor, 
with his Hpa against the stndk>-door. The stoot 
little k>Tcr, fhithihl in exik, has kdn and kissed the 
threshold tiU he has kissed himself asksep. 

The ran tears filled Apis's eyes as she lifted him; 
and then Jnlia brooght the baby, and the bomp, and 
the brown paper. And there she was sittii^, irfn« 
kmed, with both diildren, patient and worn , with the 
bifght coloii of her paints anmnd her, and the pio- 
tores, with their mnte Dues to the wall, about the 
room (there was a haad«orgaa, too, playing a die* 
aal little tone aonewbere down the street), wiien aa 

ft aflmma pa* to the 



THB STDBT OF ATI8. 



871 



mil^f#aM>ii door, and, with the flunlliarity of ait and 
age, her oki master presented himself npon the 



Froderidc Uaynard stood still. lie did not im- 
me^Uately speak. He looked from diild to diild, 
tkom both to her, flmn her to the barren easd. The 
dismal hand-oigan bekm set np a discordant wall, 
the mora pathetic for its discord, like all inharmonic 
oos things. The baby had polled down Aria's pink 
nedfc-fibbon and her bright hahr. The tears lay on- 
dried open her cheek, whooe odor skiwlly stirred, and 
acordied her lifted, langoid fiM». 

««Too see," she said, tryiiy to anils, *'how 
H ia.'' 

«* I am not here to see any thing,*' answered 
the drawing-master dmctfy. •« What have yoodooo 
thiaweek?'' 

«« Nothing.*' 

•'Lastwedc? The week before? '* 

«« Nothing at alL Only the sketch for the cnQroo 
that yoo see. And I haTo began to giro drawing- 
lessons to Chatty Hogarth. Hr. Uaynard, once a 
▼idtor.came into Andrea dd Sarto's stndio. It 
after Us. mairiage. He was dabbling away at 
littletUng. IIekiokedopandsakl,'OneeIwoffcod 
for eternity: now I work for my kitchen.' " 

•« Confoond the UtdieD-woik r ' ciled Uaynard 
saragely. ** Kitchen-woik, indeed I Crayon por- 
traits, I shooldthUk I Dr awi n g le ssons if yeodarsi 
ToD^yool Wlqr, I am sizty yean dd. I haio 
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never got a picturo Into the exhibition bat once. 
Tbcre WHS a qoorrcl- among the directon, and one 
ftUow pot my landscape in to spite another — but 
I've never thooght the less of the Lindscape. And 
here are jon with your sphinxes and year sphinxes 
— why. New Yoric has gone wild over yon in one 
week's time I Every stndio in the dty priddng up 
its ear«f and * The Easel ' and * The Blender ' in a 
dttd over the picture to start with. May Heaven 
bksa them for it 1 Drawing-lessons, indeed 1 " 

«* Fhiy tell me/' said Avis, growing veiy pale, 
and potting the children down, lest her faint arma 
ahoold drop them, — ** pray explain exactly what 
yoo mean. I do not onderstand. I have never 
heafd fhmi the plctors since yoo sent it to New 
Totk. Haa anybody noticed-— will anybody Imj 
my sphinx?" 

**No," said the drawing-master with a short lang^. 
««I don't think anybody will boy the pictore— Jost 
yet. Not immediately, that la. ThetioaMels,yoa 
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«« I expected trooble," sighed Avis patient^. ** I 
am osed to that. Don't mind telliog me. / don't 
mind." 

*' Why, the onij tiooble is," said fVederick May- 
navd, **that the pictore waa oapg^t np tlis aecond 
day oot." 

u Cm^ iqp? " naked Avia iUntlly. 

H Eqgui^ _ Ikmi^ — sold — paid Ibr. Ilia 
aiUnz waa aoU belbtn Goopa had bsU tt Ibffj-elglil 
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•boors. Mind yoo don't letCroopil photograph it. 

Yoo can't afford to pliolograph a fledgling. Yom 

have a ibture. *The Easel' saj-s it is a work of 

.pore imagination. 'The Blender' says it showa 

f.igns of haste." 

"«The Blender' is right," said Avis with retom- 
ing breath and color. **That diild in the foregroond 
—the Arab child looking at the sphinx with his 
finger on his lips, swearing her to silence— do yoo 
remember? I pot in that ddki in one boor. It waa 

the day"— 

She dicckcd herself . Iler hosband himself shooid 
never know the story of that day — he woold not 
onderstand. It woold not have been to hidi as it 
was to her, coming down that morning, not a month 
alter he had sailed, to find the don for those coUege 
dfibts. Avis bad the blind horror and shame of most 
delicate women in the presence of a debt. Ilcr sting- 
ing imiHilse had been to disdiarge this withoot telling 
I'bilip or her fother. Uiwn the spot she drew op an 
Older for the sale of some bonds of her own, open 
whose proceeds the ihmily were in part dependent for 
the- coming year. Fortonatdy she had not to deal 
with Btock or real estate, which the wifo cannot sell 
withoot the hosband's consent Avis did not know 
this. She knew nothing, except that she waa grieved 
and shamed, and vagoefy in need of mon^. She 
flew to the stodk>, strode the great sphinx dondi with 
the nptillod flngcr of a child, and sent it desperate 
flmn* her before tho cool o# her ftonij fidL 
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**Toa tre to make no more portnito, yoo nodcr- 
■Umd/' nid Frederick Mayniiidv stambling over 
Van, and nammlj escaping sitliqg on the babj aa he 
went out. **Too'Il never be a portrait-painter. Yon 
most create: joa cannot copy. That is wliat we 
hdcinthiaooontij. We liave no imagination. The 
■phinz la a creation. I told Gonpil ao when I took 
It on. Ho bowed p(^tdj. And now he cornea aak- 
Ing for a photograph I Yon— jfov/ — lilh ia before 
yoo now. And I am aix^-tfaree years <M." 

But Aria pot her hand in his with a patient^ on- 
responsiTe smile. She looked Tciy gentle in her 
fidUng hair. The diOdrcn dnng to her. The B^ 
lay grsTciy on the atndw-lloor. She cooU hear the 
ftlnt poise of the aea, wliose mlg^y heart beat be> 
tween her and her hnriiand, throbbing npon the ftosea 
ahore. The hand-oq;an in the street wailod on. 

«<Lifeia.behindmetoo/'shesaklgenUy. ^atwaa 
before i^nnuniage that I painted the apliinz* Don*t 
he too mncfa diaappointed in me, if there are netcr 
aiqr more pictorea. Oh, I shall tiy I hot I do not 
hope — donottUnk* We aH hare oor livea to bear* 
If If toO| were elzty-three, periiaps— tiier^ hash* 
my little giril— pcrii^s^IshooSl not— adadso 
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flm palette-knife, and It wooU have been fanpoasible 
to aocnae the baby of not tiylag to swalbw the tube 
of Raasianbhi& 



The year ran fleet^. Yan waa ailing a great deal 
thatqxing; and in the aumm e i herfotherwaa HL 
'(hna, in tiie old, sad, anbtJe ways. Avis waa exiled 
finom the atndio. She coold not abandon hcrMlf to 
H withoot ft feminine acnw of guilt, under whidi 
leaa tender may thrlre caUooaly, hot at 
feat tooch ahe q uii ci ed with pain. She 
atnnnrd to find how her aqiiration had 
dated daring her nmrried life. Ilooacbold 
had fed open it like a diaeaae. Sometimea ahe 
tboqght it an aooeaskm to her ndseiy, that atill, 
straiglit forever throogh the femine cf her lot, ita 
heart beat on, Bke that of the nervooa physiqne, 
which is first to yidd, hot hwt to die. Thenshe 
wished, wHh sU the wild, hot protest of her nstore, 
theft the spirit of this gill with which God had 
oealed her — In n nmod of awfol Infinite Irony, It 
afcnwid — woold return to Him who gave it, that the 
dnat of her days fldlfl^ descend to the dnst in peace. 
She wished she were like other women, —eontent to 
stitch and aing, to sweep and amiie. She bowed 
hrrfeee on the soli hab of her children ; but shs 
eooldnot fidget that theylHd been bought with n 
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'* Mamrnfti I'm most damp and a little wet 
Tan, one aharp alternoon in September, aaid thia 
hOariooaljr. He and Wait had been to awim. They'd 
been to awim in the liogahead. Julia wouldn't pat 
Waitin; bntitogotin. He got in like (tandcr, while 
ahe went to tdl of hhn. Then ahe came bads and 
palled him oat. Bat there weren't any ilahea in the 
hogahead, and he'd rather have hia feet ahanged 
DOW. What waa the matter, mamma? 

«'0 Loidl " aaid Van, kneeUng, awaddlod in hia 
Bwther'a roae-eoiorod ehoalder-robe at hia prayera 
that ni{^y ^'* O Lord I I know yoa've got a great 
many little boya to flnk of; bat I hope yoa'll re- 
member I've got a aore float/' 

And now what waa the matter, again, mamma? 
Someflng waa alwaya the matter, Van thought to- 
day. He wiahed there had never any audi day been 
bom. 

'• Xo/ " edioed the heart of the mother, «« let lAol 
day be darkmeu; neiiher lei lAe Uffhi Mne tcpon U. 
Am for thai nif^^ let darkne$$ ae£M tcpon it. Lof 
let that ni^ be eoUtarg; let no Jofjfel voiee come 
ikerelm.^ 

With the ftoaty dawn the diild lay Tory OL Be- 
tee another night an aoote fbrm of pnemnonia had 
developed itadf. SendtiTe ikom birth, the boy'a 
iaqgaanoennbed withonlyafraflatnqpgle. ForHf- 
teendi^jra and ulghta Ua mother hnng over him in 
atra^gf dnnb itej* Thenf peihapai mm fiid 
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nndentood the aolemn depth of the tie, whidi, 

throqgh all diatanee and all difference, all trial and 

all time, biqda any two human creatnrea who have 

bestowed life upon a third. In thia awltal language 

of bereavement whidi God waa aetting her ignorant 

yoath to learn, her own kwa aeemed to her but this 

alphabet of agony. Her heart yearned with un- 

apoken and unapeakablo throea over the flithcr of 

her chikl. That thia mnat be ; that the lipa of hia 

first-born ahoold grow eoU without hia good-by 

kiss; that Philip, somowbero wide acroaa the world, 

diould that day bo strolling and laughing in the aun, 

not knowing, — thia aeemed to her the veiy aenae 

and aoul of her.sorrow. She saw him go ^*i»«*»i"g 

with a group of si^t-eeekers down a bright atreet, 

•idling in a diqwl at the maas, buying a ticket for 

the opera, twirliqg a Lidy'a fen beneath a diandcUer, 

dog the daret at the hotela, drammiiq^ with 

linger to the nmde in the bee-garden, itopping 

at the toy-shop windows to dedde what he would 

get for Van, writing notea, periiapa, to the little 

fellow (ho wrote to Van a good deal) at that 

ment; while the boy atn^pgled on ha 

to torn and aay, — 

«« Mamma, wiO papa eome walUi^ inl 

«« Some day. Van, aome time." 

** Wm ho eome in at the ftoot^doort 

Uss his dee little boy? " 

««OmydariiQgl Some time — aomew h e i e —yea.' 

««! ibqghi I heart aonebo^y at the flont^toei 
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opoa wblch Van h«i Udn, with bnperfljot lntervda of 
idtef, tor flftecn day. and righto (tt h«d been orfy 
In one poritton that the chlkl oouW breathe) reflwed 
to boM the pen. She wrote with her left hand, a 
fhiot and feeble cipher. She toM him what there 
was to tell, qiaring when the could, atrildng as she 
most. She begged him not to let this moke any 
alteration In the plans which his state of h«ilth 
ahoald soggcst as wisest and best for them aD,— 
Ihcr who were lcft,-they three. She hoped ho 
would not aUow any impcttwua image of »onelln«ia 
at home to hasten his return before the time wU^ 
he had eclectcd aa desirable in itself, and uigod 
apon him that a peH or the whole of hia second 
winter should be spent In those kinder climatM 
which wouU perfect the growth of his now rcaDy 
grafted strength. Of herself and her own toss o* 
lot, she wrote but Uttte. Of the solitude in whidi 
she bore the burden told on two, she «d not speak. 
Of her unshared fears, her unUssed tears, "he eoidd 
not tell. She was an nnknred wife. She could not 
woo her husband. 

As she wrote, the wind went busying Itoelf to- 
petaoosly as a towless feeling, with the calm of the 
hooso. It beat upon the ear with a stow, Increasing 

throb, like the purpose of aa adyandng tide. At 
short Interrah the roar nproae, as the " third wara 

rfsea on the coast, and splashed upon the wtBa and 

,oof. About the doors and windows «»P»«-^ 
Moda aet in atedttly t ATia triad to tUnk that thV 
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were Uka tiio •dbbing of the gUngle on tiio sboro. 
Sho eookl not, would not, iiiott not, think— wild 
ni^tt be to merdftd m thati— thai she maj not 
think what die the wind ia like. 

Sho had finiahod and aealod her letter. Sho had 
acaled the letter* and laid it down, and waa tnmii^ 
to atop and aoe if her little daughter on the aofh by 
her aide alc|j| warn, when, in the awclling of tiie 
atonn, the iWmt-door blew violently open. 

She aprang to ahut it, hitching the door of the 
room behind her. Aa ahe atcpped into the hall, the 
light went out. Rain blew in upon her Iheo. She 
groped her way to the door, poahing it feebly — ahe 
waa ao worn — agahwt the reaiataneo of the wind. 
The aolid oaken |Mnel baffled her aa if human handa 
had been behhid it. If a human roiee had called 
her, — 

"Aria?" 

Swift aa the aupentitiona that we would not, if 
we conM, diaown, flaahcd the memory of the little 
lover, calm out there in the diacord of the dementa, 
atealing up with brimming Ihce to aa)s— > 

** Mamma, now papa ia gone, I auppoae I amy 
eaUyott^vitf" 

Avia oottld not hare denied a genuine ahock, 
when, atretehing out her handa, indi by inch atoqg 
the wall and atill deflant door, they ftli in the dead 
daik upon an arm of ileah and bkwd. 

•* Avia, what ia the matter? Whore ia the li||^t7 
Do lal aa int and ahut tUi aupariNnHui dooi I 
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There 1 Have I fHghtened yoa? I tfaoag^t jroo 
would know when yoa heard me ipeiik. Do let oi 
get oot of this hldooas dmk I " 

«« FkUipI O FhiUpl yes, let lis got oat of the 
daitr* 

Her own words appealed with an entreating sig* 
niflcaneo to her own ears at that moment as they 
went groping together to the light. lie had caught 
her in his nervoas arms ; that, she said to herself, 
was a matter of coarse. He first iband the latdi, 
* and staggered in. The room was warm, and seemed 
to palpitate with li|^t« The baby on the sofli slept 
poacefhlly . The books — it was his stody — tomed 
their familiar shoalders to him, and their open Ihces 
looked tmm the table where his wife's sealed letter 
lay. 

** Writing to me, were yoa, Avis? " He started 
on the porposeless instinct that leads one to open 
the ansealed letter that ho will not road, as nature 
leads a dog to hide the bone that he does not want. 
AtIs, in passing the table, hit the envelope with her 
drapeij sleeve, and it fell into the waste-basket. 

H Never ndndl '' he said uneasify. •• What do 
wt want of letters now? '* 

Then In tiie ftiO light she saw how ralfr>beaten and 
haggard he wifli. 

** Lot me help yoo with your ooal, RdHp,'' gen* 
Uj. ** And wait— Oh, how wet yoa are I Tour 
sl^ipers are Just where you left them* I have let 
MriMj tooflh them an tUs while. Beel And Hm 
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•flwhwMm." Like«clilkl«lielodWin;Bta« 
diiM ho Mbmittod. She wonM not qoestkm Urn or 
dutternoir. It wis pWn that •omethlng had be- 
ftUen. Bat troable oooH wait Caw waa too old 
a fttood not to bo pot by. IIo had oome. Her haa- 
band had oome bade to her. 

He flung hinudf down in hia old diair in ida 
M way. ma breath came abort. He began at 
once, — 

•• I nas horribly sick In Londou. I've had two 
attacks of hemorrhage. There was no Ume to let 
yoa know. I got to Liverpool, and took the flist 
•w»mer. I was afhdd I shouldn't get home." 

"But you got home, PhlUp I " her voice snapped 
with a wiry ciy. " You are here, you are here I " 

"niankGod,yesl" "'nerei 

He laid his head back, and ck)sed his eyes wearily, 
wien Avis stirred, he put his hand to detain her. 
ITie c€^ came into her h<^w face. 

" Must you go? " he asked softly. 

" Only to see about supper for you, Philip. You 
nc fiOnt, you see ; that is all," decidedly, — " only 
fetot A good hot sapper and a long n^t's rest 
wiU set you right." 6he brought the woids out so 
pathetieal^, " a loQg night's rest," — she who had 

not wrted now for so maiyr nights,— that his atten. 
tkm was at once attracted to her appearance. He 
sat up, rousiqg with the nervous rapidity natural to 
him* 

**Avis, how joa feokf Have yoa locked Hkt 
thai ever slaee I have been goner " 
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** We havo had sidnicfls in tho house/' ehe eeld 
qpietlj. ' 

««SidciicM? Where Is Van?'* 

** Van It asleep, rhilip/' after a well-nigh Imper- 
ORpUblo pause. 

'' And the Uabj ? Is that the little bdy, that bon* 
die on the sofa? Can you bring her to mc. Avis? 
I am stronger now, — stronger already. I want to 
kiss one of the children. I meant it shonld have 
been Van first. I thonght aboat it in the cars. 
Bat never mind. I want to see the lassie. Let me 
see : we named her after mother, didn't we? Does 
she look like any of as. Avis? Docs she look like 
yoa? Yoa didn't say when yoa wrote. Toa 
didn't say mach about 3-oorself. Bat I was glad to 
hear so mach aboot tho children. It did me good. 
Now let me see her — let me see the bat»y." 

Avis broaght the child, so gently that she did not 
wake. She drew a chair ap, for she ooald not stand, 
and sat down beside her hasband with the baby on 
her knee. As she did so, his nnstnmg voice went 
stiolliqg on, — 

«« How the wind does flog this hoase I Vm gM 
to be at home ; glad we're all salb onder shelter to* 
gether. It soands as if there wars a chUd shot cot 
there, ciyfaig to be let in. Bat omr Ulftls Iblks are 
warm. Toor hands tramMsi Avit. Ave joa quits 
wen?" 

«'Qnite well; on|y tirodiFU^p. 8M1 I ass 
§|yff^ tbs supsf now?" 
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** No, not now. I don't want sapper. How the 
little thing has grown I Are yoa as fond of her, 
Avis, as yoa were of the boy? Yoa ased to say yoa 
were aftaid yoa shoald love the giri the better. Has 
Van grown so I sha'n't know liim? Little rascal I 
I've kept the tin-t3-pe yoa sent — see — in my wslk^t. 
I've carried It all aboat. I was sorry yoa coukln't 
afford a photogra|)h. I diowed It to some peoiilo in 
Paris — some kdies. Thcv calted him a beaatlAil 
boy. No, ptease. Avis, donv go. Indeed, I can- 
not eat. What has become of that little teapot we 
osed to make tea In, right here over the lire, so long 
sgo? ' The first year, don't yoa remember" (half 
ftetltally, for Aiis did not answer), ** when I ased to 
come in tired ftom Facalty meetings — after oteiy- 
body else was in bed? Yoa ased to make It — kneel- 
ing by the fire— on that cricicet. I think It was a 
Japanese teapot. Is It broken? Can'twe have that?" 

^* If yoa want it, Philip, sarely. I can find the 
teapot. Can yoa hoU the baby? or shall I take her 
back?" 

«* No, I'd rather hold her. Don't be gone kmg, 
will yoa? Yoa can't think how It is to get honw, 
how it looks,— the firs, the books, — and to see 
yoa moring aboat. Yoa ean't think what a fool It 
makes of me," laughing boyish^. ** No man knows 
what it wm make of him, tUl he has tried It Awbola 
>iear travelling akMie; and to be sick amoi^ stran- 
gers! Ohl I thooght I should never fst back, nor 
see the chlkirBtt, mm— Oht tt it w 
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pleMtiitl And I am pretty weak jBt. DooH 
laogh at me. When I've had the tea,— hot be 
•ore joQ get that teapot,— I ahatt be a man again. 
I'm nothing bat a maas of nenree and aeaaictoeaa, 
•nd aore longa, Joat now— it waa ao eold on the 
•teamerl When I've had the tea, I can aee Van, 
can't I?— No, that waa the cridcet, thia one. 
Move it a UtUe. Yon naed to Imeel on thia aide. 
Tea, that ia the reiy teapot. I wonder if it win 
tMte aa it need to. I don't aee iHiy nobody wrote 
me how thin yon had grown. Oh, I am ao tired I It 
is eo pleaaant here, ao pleaaant 1 " 
Thna he-wandered on. Avia made the tea, and 

they dnnk it together : hiaeyeaibllowed her. The 
ddld alept upon hia Imee. 

" When the tninka come— I'm aa bad aa a child: 
I can't wait to ahow yon what I've got for Van (do 
yon remember liow we never eonld wait with onr 
Owbtmaa preaenta— yon and I— thoae iirat yean? 
bow we naed to come aknlkii^ roond to ahow them 
to each other beforehand, and how yon langhed at 
me; bnt yon were the wont yonraelf). Tbere'a a • 
don for the ghi ; hot I atnmbied on aooh an amaa- 
iqg French notion for kirn: 1 expect yon'tt never 
foiglve me. Ifa a Uttle 8re-ei^ne, Avia,— reaUy 
an ozqnialte toy. I don't know bnt heU be aet- 
tli« na an on lire, Uttle vinain I Tbere'a aomethii« 
ftr yon, too, aomewhere. That'a the onty pleaaant 

put of going away, —getting rea^y to cone ho 
A man never known iHiaA Ua home'a wotth tohimt 
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tm he'a tnrned hia back on it IgotVana«Ffl- 
grim'a Fh)gre8a'too, — the beat eopyl conid find 
in aU London. It took me three daya to aelect that 
book. I want he ahonld have aomething to remem- 
ber hia iktlier by, that he'tt value when he la a man, 
and lam" — 

He broke off. It haa been aaid that the aonl, 
which haa alwaya aome inilnence over the mnaHre, 
haa none over the Mood. Avia anpp oaed that ahe 
might betray, bnt had no conception of the fliet thai 
ahe emphaeizfd, the dmracter of what aUe waa en* 
during. Ringa of blackneaa abwly enbuged vpon 
her ftoe, Uke the ahadow of an advancing atorm 
upon a writhing lake. But ahe aat with her .bead 
turned ftom him aUghtly, bent, Uke a Mater Doto- 
roaa, over the baby whoa ahe had taken into her 
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Better, FUUp, now? 
thing. 

*' Oh, aonmch better — aonochatroqgerl Idon*t 
know but it wffl make a Uve man of me, after aU, 
coming home. Bealfy, Avia, I don't know but thai 
waa aU I needed. It'a auch a ndatake, tUa aendhig 
aick people phnandering afl over the world alone. 
A bI» man wanta ma nreaide, and wm booka, and 
Ikmniar waya, and an hia Bttle aOly, adiik eoadbita, 
and not to have to take hia aHppen cat of a tnmk, 
and a Japaneae teapot, I believe," ha roae, hmjhli^ 
hyatcricany, ** and — aome one lo make the tea on 
a cricket byte Are; and hia— CVwM,Avia, 
M na flD 19 md aee tha taif •" 
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re jxm qdte stroiig enoogh jet, FhOi] 
** Tes, JV8, je8 1 " impotiently. •• Don't fiet oror 
me. I can't wait any longer. Take me to see Van 
at onoe." 

** Aro yon anre, Philip, that it is beat —to wake Van 
to-niglit? no aloepe — ao aonnd^ " — She atrug* 
gloA for oontroUed apeedi, blindly beating about with 
the mad inatlnct of lore, which woold fain beliere 
that to aayo time ia to aave aaflbring. 

But now she tnmod her fhoe, and ita mortal eokir 
awept npon him. Slowly, then, it extended itadf 
to hia own, aa if they had ateppod hand in hand — 
ahe leading and he leaning — into a halMit worid. 

** Ayia, how many nigfata did yon teO me yon aal 
watdiing? " 

•« I did not ten yon, FhiUp/' 

** Yon flit aboot mo like — the ahadow of abird thai 
I cannot aee. Yon deQr me, yon eacape me, aa the 
dyii^ eacape the Uving. I haire nerer aeen yon kx>k 
ao. It haa been coming on a long time. Somebody 
ahoold hare told me. And here I am, — a harden, 
a wiedc, — a broken-down IbDow, on yonr handa. 
It aeems a hideooa irony in Ihte to throw the care 
of a oonanmptiTe on audi waated handa. I^ ma 
kwk at them. Don't be afraid. I will noi bold 
them longer than yon like. If there were a^y thing 
olae to be done — anywhere we could go I I coold 
light haid for lifo,I think. That'a half the batae, 
tkgr«ar. Udoean'l coma natanltoAaMmof ny 



ago to ait down and die, like a weaael in a trap. If 
. yon had been with me in F^ninee — if I hadn't 
gone abme, — hot what'a the nae In diaaccting old 
' blondcrB ? A blnndcr'a a blonder, and dono with it, 
only we'n do better nest time, if we can — eh. 
Aria?" 

If there were an nndertone of aymbolism in hia 
worda, it waa too alight, perhapa, to expect her to 
recogniae It. lie watched her with hia blind gaae ; 
bht he watdiod her oonatontly. She waa uacd to it 
in (heae da3-8 : Van naod to watch her ao, after ho 
had been token aide. There had been no "accnca" 
between A\i8 and her hoaband since ho hod come 
home. They were ndthcr of them quite strong 
enough for that. Ihcy lived on and on, aa tlwao 
live who know that one touch of mutual recognition, 
nay, ercn of adf-rceognitlon of certain emotions, 
will bring down npon them a land-alldo of gnarled 
and knotted things, whoae upheaval woold tear the 
roota of soul and body. They cultivated that dul- 
ncaa to their own espadty of feeling, which, when 
thorou^ly acquired, amounta to a aixth acnae, and 
becomes an element of character more powcrfiil than 
the feeling itaelf. The diveigenoe between them 
had been too wide for them to reaome that auper- 
fldal eomprdienaion of one another, and that erode 
atandard of aflbctloii throi^ whidi the Initiatoiy 
phaaea of married lift revolve. 

Avla dklnot think that her hoaband waa going to 
die. Bot ooow lift or death, oomo km Of kmthlng, 
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tbcy Bboald be honest with tbcmsehes, «h^ two, to 
the heart's core now. She devoted herself to his 
InTuUd wonte with the inflnito tenderness ss natarsl 
to her ss her sweet and even bresth. Buthessidto 

himself some^mes, — 

•'She would do as nrach for a hurt dog." For 
her, she moved aboat uncertainly. She seemed to 
herself Uke one who listens to the interiode in some 
nameless music, some long qrmphony whose diords 
strike all around the world. 

All the while she was conscious, of croadiing like 

a tigress to save his life. 

One day, as he went pacing the house fanporta- 
nately ; coming in now and then to lay the incoherent 

phins and hopes of disease before her; running to 
her with every sore mood,.asVan used to run .with 
evciy scratch ; wondering, should he try Colorado, 
the South, California, that place in New Jersey 
people caDed the Nice of America, electricity, iies- 
merfsm, inhalation. Spiritualism, or the ptayeMaref 
—she put down her work (her rdncUnt lingers took 

many nervous and extremely irregular stitches fa 

those days), and said,— ^^ 

•« Philip, suppose J dedds this matter tor you f 

••I wish you would! "he cried, stopping short. 
"The most humiliating sspeet of ■Jck nesa Is fl m 
InesoUitlon It produces. A man's brain beoomes a 
dmttkcodc. Mineissors— whalthcwIsoCltnow 
— withsuigtogtoandftoftomptaotoplaa. And 
somethii« we humI do. I won't die wItfaM* a 
tnsslo— y«t." 
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*at Is out <tf the question, FhlUp," quietly,— 
«« jour dying, I mean. That wo will not contcm- 
plate tor a moment. But we will not risk a Ilar- 
mouth winter Just now. Shall you toel at rest to 
leave it to me, — what wo do, and how, and all 
about it? Shall you foci the confidence in my Judg- 
ment which win be necessary to the success of any 
pton?" 

** I do not know how a man could have reason to 
feel more confldcnoe — in any creatnro," he said in 
a low voice, throwing himself on the lounge besldo 
her. lie was wondering with solemn shame what 
kind of a toUow he should have turned out, for 
Instance, if he had been obliged to provide.good 
Judgment tor two. At that moment he was think- 
ing, perhaps for the first time quite distinctly, what 
a rode in the topography of a man's life, what a 
comer-stoDe of granite in a human home, Is the 
nature of a strong wito. All that waa strong In 
himself stood, as column stands to eohnnn, In proud 
comradeship to II. All that 'was weakest of him 
leaned upon her with increasiqg naturalness, as If 
upon some mysterious maternal power, as we all of 
us, soul of man and soul of woman, loan alike without 
dispute or shame, upon the maamioth motherhood 
of Nature* 

After a ■n— ^^ In which ■fc^ too* nsfhana. went 
her own w^ Into unspoken and not unkindly lOf ei^' , 
thqr resumed their convctsatioD gent^. 

** Xheni raiip, if yoo leave II to nsy we wili go 
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Soath. Yoa've tried dimate and solitade s now we'll 
toy dimate and 1^ and care.*' 

<« Veiy wdl, Avia. And the bal^? 

«< Aunt Chloe will take the baby." 

" Vciy wdl, Avla. Do yoa piopoae to beg, boi^ 

low, orateal?" 

^'Father and aunt Chloe were anzioaa to bdp na. 
But " — ahe heaitated. 

«« Of ooune. Father and annt CUoe aie reiy 
Und. I think, however, I will open m aanitariom 
aa aoon aa we get — aomewhere. I ahall be qoite 
able." He began to pace the room again, with 
blind and bitter feet. 

>• But Fhilip— it will not be iieoeaaaiy, I think. 
I forgot to tdl yoa. While yon were gone a piece 
of lock came to na. I add the aphinx. And I 
have Joat arranged with GoopIL IIo ia to photo- 
graph it. There ia a demand for the plctore. We 
ffhan have money enough thia winter. I thoai^t 
peihapa— I hoped— yoa would like it better ao." 
Bat ahe fidtcrcd. 

When he apoke, whidi waa not for aome minntea, 
bo aaid in a low Totce, -^ 

«« Waa it beat for yoa, beat for the pletare, to kl 

the photognpha go? ** 

««Kot beat for the pictora'' aaid ATla, with her 
inatinctiTe honeaty, **bat beat for me, beat for oa 
an now. And there ia indeed noOdog to regret. I 
diall not paint anoliier piotora-^ at pieaeaU''. 

•Wlflrnot?" 
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" Let na not talk aboat it, Fhilip '*— die whitened 
dowly about the month— "I^ can't diacnaa it/' 
But ahe ooUectod heraelf at once ; and, when he 
began to chatter aboat the aanitariom, ahe Ilatened 
with the patience whidi we lend ao leadily to the 
aide, blcaaod beyond all amall or aelfiah Joy if we 
may indulge at any ooat the weakneaa whidi waa 
once the thorn in the fleah of oar daya. 

But, when ahe had left Um alone pieaently, 
Ostrander aat with knotted browa. He waa think* 
log about the aphinx. Aria'a aocoeaa— mutikited 
though it waa by oare and totmble, nay, moat of aU, 
byhia own foUure— contnated rather Utterly with 
hia own drooping fortone. Waa it poaalbla for a 
man to be Jedooa of a woman, and that woman hia 
own wife? The noble color homed Oetnndff'a 
Mnken foce. ** Before I dnk ao km aa tiiaL*' he 
idd, '« It wlU be time for aa to die.'* 
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DELICATE M tlie maniago of thadet to a 
Florida abell, ia the tutelage which proparoa 
the ^ya of the trayeller for the aoul of the Florida 
nil. Thej yielded themaelrea to it, like c&Udrai 
to a teadier. Solitude ie a aterii master, and win 
have fhmi ua all some form of aurrendcr. Tholn, 
Ibr they Joomcyed quite alone, taught them, flrat and 
abofe an else, what the anxious brain, and wearied 
body, and breaking heart most blindly buffet and 
moat thirstOy receive, — the influence of atmosphere. 

It waa to Aria one of those subtle experiences 
whoee susTe surprise lends a new outkwk to the 
posrfble evolution of diaracter from the probable 
novels of scenery in the lifb which is to IbUow tWa, 
when, fhxn the narrow windowa of the can aha over- 
took the widening of the infinite Southern heavena, 
d^ by day. 

Upon the palette of the a^ idaxii^ Kature 
qvead her cokn, aa the human artist does, deepen- 
ing ftom the paUor to the flush. ThslrkwtNorthen 
ld,pollshed,andperibctaaapeaiL Hm 
Viigtaia dawn nnlblded Uks a teanme hMit 



Down through the great bamna the passion grew t 
.eternal firo sat sentlnd upon the low horizon of Caro- 
lina ; Geoigia took up the torch, and ran with it, 
like a will-o'-the-wisp, flrom swamp to swamp, swii^ 
to the ereigladcs, where Florida kneeted in pur|)le 
and scarlet, like a queen who was crtmned In prayer. 

** And the eyening and the morning were the third 
day." Avis, half to her husband, more to herself, 
said this dreamily aa they put the flrst foot upon the 
white-hot sand. She was a little sorry when she had 
said it. The worda bore her imagination captive 
at once Into that powerAil old Bible allegoiy, in which 
the love of married man and woman was found the 
last and greatest, aa it waa the most intricate, of 
God'a creative acta. She had no doubt that Philip's 
Ikncy waa as swift as her own to go wandering, (ah, 
how homeldMly !) led by her dianco word ao, and 
that to him, aa to her, the broad bosom of the St. 
J^n's River unveiled itself with a (kntastic modccry, 
as the wave of the river of life may have flashed 
through parting buygha that the wind beat when 
exiled ^es, over shamed and shrinking sbouldem, 
yearned to Eden. 

For Philip's hney waa never dull ; and in their 
eariy married days they had dwelt much In thai deli« 
cate, vlsk>nary world, in which Imaginative loven 
find the keenest and the moat pennanent (becauae 
the most varied) atlmulua to Joy that human Ibeliog 
knows. These little ihhles, phraaes of their oomt- 
aUp and bridal yean, nahad npott her aMBoiy that 
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d«y, thioogh tbe bUring how. of tteir »" ""^ 

.neeoh or eyo or.MnUo, didly «mba«adc« of tore. 
StoeUcao. of tho hbMt that riic »«» Jongtot- 
BOtten. i«««ted thcmselTC. to her thwight pjjntet. 

Sw. I)e«l day rtalked by hor, .. Um, de«l Uee. 
aulked down the etnuigo and siknt ehore.,— d«y« 
whoMi dswB «nd twilight, whoM midnight >nd whoee 
rSTunftMed ev* • «»w Pet^ to the ^tonn tow* 
Sfc,^.. Sconce th«tAeoooIdh.vrtunnedho»oIf 

tato fi-getttag. emotion. 'W<*,'!*Vj;r*' ^^ 
tiKwght It incredible t«t die codd reviviiy, poiwed 

jr^HerpMt.«-ewithit.gr.Te.clothe.on. Her 
Zid teSnee. conftonted her with the .wM 
taaortdlty glren to low. «id to love ^l^*^ 
birth, bertowed upon the bi..thing Mol. She tad 
not thooght ever to remember, ercn in he.Ten, where 

J^;^ be the dmdow by whiA w. i«d the 
dial of Joy, horde, of the* thing. th«l beg« to 
o^wcep the deiUnce of her ^If^cfcnriv. «dm. 
She lat a certain petnlmoe with the wntmndin^ 

» which wiooght thle mood within her. She did not 

\ «««b«toanyofberwanderii«||^tohav««>Jia». 

• leDed with the Intwepective Inltaenoe of travel. 

She remimled her«lf that ri.. had not come to 

noridrto grow mandUn with ^^Ve^^jrfrSi 
Her thooght rtepped cot like a diwmhodtod epWt, 

boat,-abonow-vM *oin««^ ^H^J^l 
IloBDli^oany dieawd, coine thirtee* hmdirt ■*««• 
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to iiiime a ooMompCiTe hiMibtnd — u was deariyher 
duty — tiiron^ tbo winter. She glanoed aboot the 
boat, and wondered if they looked Ulce the other 
married people there, ahe and Philip, — pale, ftetflil 
oooplea, (htigned with the daat, the Jar, the heat, the 
homeleaaneea, of travel; Iktigned, above all, ahe 
thonsht, with eadi other ; aa if nairiage had beooine 
to moet of them an eternal evening party, in which 
eadi believea himaelf to be of all men moat miaer- 
able, tet geta him into hia white fl^ea eonaden- 
tiooaly, Icat aodety atfike him ftom her calling-liat. 
Lfte thoae two young people, Ibr inatanee, on the 
aftcr-dedc near her ;• they conld not be oat of their 
twenika, poor things, yet deariy there waa no lon- 
ger any splendor in the grass, or glory hi the flower, 
of lilfe, to them. She waa the invalid, irritable, and 
a hard, ill-eontrolled ooogher: he waa tired oat; 
their children were with them, and hang aboot, eiy- 
ing for their dinner. The sick woman oomphdned of 
every thing, and wifthed they had never oome to 
FkxMa. Her hosband feoked on, poor feUow, in 
the perlbct sUenoe in whidi the hosband of a weak 
woman, onless he be the weaker of the two, learns 
to shelter both Umself and her. 'Th^ nmde a doll, 
realistic Datch pictore, sittiiy by themselves, miser- 
sMy on the hot deck. The veiy cinders on thoss 
pec^, deep fhim three days* ear-tnivel, seemed to 
Avis s omehow to aoeentnats the emphasb of their 
plain and disenchanted lot. She ftMfol that she and 
Philip wars Jost aa black. 
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She wondered what Philip was thinUng. He had 
■tafcqgUieiied, rather than weakened, with the effort 
of travelling; sitting oat on the platform of the 
creeping cars in the wonderfhl Georgia weather, 
hoar after hoar, like a boj on his first Journey; 
drinking down the fh>th of the sunlight as ftozen 
men drink wine ; diatting with the captain on the 
little boat, and laughing — she could hear him laugh. 
It struck her with a certain slight bitterness, of 
whidi she was thoiou^jr ashamed, poor girl! as 
she sat there ak>ne, that he could kngh like that ; 
that he, too, was not driven by the Florida scenciy 
into small, cjnical visions of his neighbors, seeing 
an filb and all love in the Chmde Lorraine of their 
own darkened story. It dki not occur to her Just 
then that it was not easy to foretell whece a fine 
inflneooe, in particular a tropical inHuence, woohl 
drive her hnsband— in a state of mental isolation 
Uke this thai had befhUcn them both— to the cap- 
tain, periuqis, precisely, or to that very cross coopla 
on the after<tock, whose little boy he was now lead- 
ing away, to the wheel-hoose so tenderly. Philip 
eoold be vciy tender when he would ; God had new 
made a tenderer man. He brought the boy to her 
presently,— a pleasant llttiefelbw. Theteanwere 
stffl wet on the oUhl's now radiaat chs^. Avis 
stooped and Usssd tiisu away, as she would kavo 
bnalMl a speck from a flower. Bat, when shs 
Bftsd iMT flMe, hv hnshaad WM walflU^ htf , and^ 
as IMr €!fBs rest, both flnsd. Urn oUU an back 
toUspannto. HsMt down beside Imt. 



•« He i» aboot the siM of *' — 

«« Tee, yes,'' said Avis quickly. 

«« And did you notice, Avis, a little sometldng 
about the i^lashcs 7— some trick or torn? Ithought 
him ahnost like, at first. But nobody Is like Van, I 
think. — Avis, do you see what a miracU it ii? 
How I bear this Joomey? Is there room for me 
here? I don't want to crowd yon. We are going 
to get in late, the captain says. We shall see the 
shnset and the moontise, this first night, in this 
solitary pkoe." 

His voice sunk to a certain solemnity as he drew 
nearer to her, and they loaned over the deck-rail to 
watch the shadows gsther on the water immI the 
pathless shore. 

His fooe, too, as his wifo borrowed a bok at it 
fai the straggling light, hsd settfed Into a solemn 
cast, like beantlAil hardening day. His sunken 
eye swept the kmg untrodden shores, the opaqne 
water, the beckoning sky. This, then, was Florida, 
where he was to get well, or — 

«• What Is it, PhlHp? " 

Indefinable as the grsdatkm by which the pan or 
the thkkeU melled to the Uaaoniy above the finnst- 
tops was the motkm with whkh shs stirred towards 
Urn. Unocrtsin as the leaning of the light npon the 
pertnbed river, to whoee heart no ^ye ooold see, 
was the impnlM of the hand which he hdd ^popi^g 
n Httie, for it darkened now— to hsrs. 

••I was thWdaf/'hssaldi ««thaftwn tain 
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been in eodi n eolitaiy place. Yon don't ndnd cmr 
watdiiQg the moonrieo ti^gether? We haren't done 
SQch a eilly thiog — foreolongi ** 

He lao^ied rather nenroosly ; bat for her, the did 
not tmst herwlf to wiptak. On cither hand the 
forest glided by, — the awAil forest in wliich no man 
trod. The river, like all things which seem to en- 
large as they become absorbent of li|^t, broadened 
beneath the rising moon. The line oatline of the 
pine-ftonda and the binned gray tendrils of the 
abundant moss made the sole diange of accent in 
the lerel horiaon ; and this itself acquired a d epres s" 
ing quality, like that of a sweet but monotonous 
Toice. Their littk boat hung, the only sign of 
breathiog Ufe, piToted in a trinity of isolation, a 
wilderness of water, forest, and aky. Aa the moon 
lode higher, the people on the deck hnshod one by 
one, fiunilies gathered in silent groups, and the tired 
children slept The woman who oou|^ied so croas^ 
bad gone below. 

Instinctively, as they rounded into the dcsolala 
landing at Tocoi, Avia crept nearer to her hnband. 
There was something of superstition, perb^io, in 
the r e pr esssd shudder with wUdi she shrsuk Ikom 
the innocent outline of the dnmqr little train thai 
waited for tiiem. She waa so tired, that ereiy thing 
took a iymboHc fonn to her. Her swift, outreach- 
log ijmpatlQr gathered hi all the otiwr women who 
had trod this dreaiy shore before her, homeless, 
a^ earswon, baltlh« for a hHband'a Mfo. 
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It seemed as mndi of a wrendi to (he reason to 
bdiere that beyond that eternal forest an unseen sea 
oould beat, as, in our earthBer moments, it se ems to 
the iinest qrfrit among ua, that BA can leap again 
beyond the ereii^adea of death* 

As they cut their awed way through it, looking 
out ikom the wide doors of the rude car, Ostrander 
aaid,— 

" I am sure I never waa in quite such a lone^ 
place in all my lifo ; were you, Avia? '' 

«« New, FhiUp." 

The simple question waa Bgfatly asked, the qnlet 
answer qoiddy given; yet both fell ailent,aa if their 
Ups had learned the words of some grave andcmbar* 
rassing confession. Avis tremUed beside her hue* 
baud, aitting there in the dark car. He put Us 
hand upon hers: it was the first time for a long 
while. Her pulee bounded so that he removed it* 
His wife was not a woman to be won lightly for the 
f^^ptMJ time.' Caresses could not transfigure for her 
the nature that had once defaulted to her. No hys- 
teric fedhig, warm to-day and chilled to-morrow, 
could restore to her the shores of reverence upon 
which her own -•t^^^^^^ neblo tenderaess had sui ged* 
Integral and individual am her own must be the alle- 
glanoe which would be found worthy to renew the 
eshaMted tide of wedded jqy* Urns he thoqght, 
with sad, abundant pride* Hr would ngl have had 
it otherwise with her for their Joy's sake* They 
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and stnngei bringing a aoal-sldmcaa deeper than 
the bodj's hart to the healing of this new and gen- 
tle land. 

When they had got into their hotel that night, he 
laj and watched her quite silently. He was, after 
all, more cxhanated than he had thought. When 
ahe had ordered up hia tea, and dismissed the waiter, 
ho asked her, too, to rest. She thanked hhn for his 
thoughtfhlness, but moved about, bnsjing herself for 
hia comfort, in the little, brightly-lighted, barren 
room. There was an open firc-phice, and a log of* 
light-wood burning in it. She stirred through the 
resinous, red air, in her gray dress and soft laoo :• 
ahe had not put on mourning for her boy. 8ho knew 
that her husband was watciiing her ; but she did not 
know what a sweet shyness was upon herself, upon * 
her averted figure and unresponsive eyes. 

She came and sat down by him presently; the 
ligfat-wood (hdod quietly on the hearth. Theirncigh- 
bor, the sick woman from the boat, was fl«ttihg 
fldntly in the ac^oining room. It seemed veiy still 
wKh them, and sheltered. 

«• Are you resting, Philip? " 

" Quite rested. Andyou — are you content? Are 
you glad we came — t&is loi^ dlstanoe — by our- 
Mhres?" 

** When we have heard ftom the baby, wo shall 
bo quito ooiitent, FUlip. Then win be letters to« 
Borrow, perhaps.'* 

*Howstnu«e it Is, Avis— beli«to0BtfMrso— 
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witlioat the diiklren. We have never travelled akma 
before, like this, at least, since our wedding-Journey 
Had you thought of that? '* 

•« Yes, Philip," after a pause. 

** It is so pleasant — to me. Do you like it, 
Avis? Sha'n't yon find it a terrible drag, shut op 
with a whimsical side fellow for so many months? *' 

She lifted her ikotf to check him for the Idle ques- 
tion, and with it her strong, wann hand. He bowed 
his head reverently, bying his pak) cheek upon it. 
Her own flushed like a giri*s ; but she said nothing. 
Thna, still clinging to her, the sick man slept 

Avisy hand grew numb : ahe did not move it. 
She sat on in the dark, for the fire died. The poor 
woman slept, too, in the next room. She heard the 
sounds of summer through the open window in the 
strange December air. In her married lifo aha / 
turned a noiseless kaf. 

Ostrandcr was not without his foil share of the 
prejudices common to men who have received, at 
whatever remote period in a lifo whidi has run 
counter to it, the educatkm of the medical acfaooL 
He had an array of opinions upon the sanitary elfocts 
and prospecto of the SUte of Fferida, with which 
bjB treated his wife, boyishly enough perhaps, aa the 
wisdom of his selectkm seemed to make itsdf mani- 
fost In his own case. Avis heard hhn with rshudng 
eyes. Aa he gained In atrei^, the tenaioii of cars 
a little hi henNlf. Kerv« by 
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nmade bj nmsde, it seemed, her wmtchftal body 
jidded to the absence of demand npon its icsisi- 
anoe in the nnassertant air. 

The poor giri was almost in as modi need as hs 
of the atmosphere in which sorrow seems an in* 
ftingcment of a newly discorered law, and care a 
crime against an hitherto nngoessed, but licre on- 
guarded and nndirerted lore. ' 

Thej settled thcmsclTss in a jcllow, old coqoina 
fcoose: there were orange>trees about it, kneeling 
with their amber lamps ; the windows of their room 
looked to the warm brown water; strange birds 
swayed by in the Unshed air. Ostrandcr was cs« 
dted by every thing : he ran in and out like a child. 
ne kept coming op to her, ami saying, — 

«« Avis, dott*t Ton think we shaU like it ? *' 

When they had been there a day or two, he tokl 
her those people fVom the boat were of their fellow- 
boanlers. Aris Mly asked if he knew their names. 

•'Oh, yes I " he said, '' It's a French name, — 
Smith." Then, when they buth laughed merrily, she 
wowleml at the KAIng of her heart. It malnded 
her of bow it was on their wedding-Joomey, when 
they fimnd each other so aamslig, and toqghtirr 
lea|ied so lightly to thrir happy tips. 

One day he droofied a little with a cold, or some 
of the silghl himleranres which stay the motkm of 
the s|iherM fiir the Invalid and those who minister to 
kbn; and then hs began to worry about ths peso* 
peeU of ths Ihml^ If ho shonU flOlt allsf aB, to gsl 
np anln» 
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••I sboold be sorprised,'' said his wife in her 
qoiel way, '* if I coold not sopport this family, 
whatever happened. If yoo ftet yoonelf sick* I 
shaU certainly have to do it.'' 

** Do yoo mlly think yoaoooM?'* heor^^fdans 
fcmsly. ** It wonbl be such a reEef to think ^ to 
knowL— Ton eoalii, if any wooaa coo^ It 
woaM be so diffemit if yoa made it a point, if every 
thing bent to it. Once yoo mi^t tare df>ae any 
thing yoo woold. What a ftrtose yoa haiL Avis, 
when I came in year way ! I don't ki»w hi^w to 
make yoa believo^that I didn't mtan to b^^ it 
att.'* 

'' I know, I know, miipr Bat her breash bo- 
gan to fborteo. 

** It's a prvCty hard thln^. after all. wh«o a asA 
and woman have actaaCy 8urr>I. not to Wc xhin^ 
go like the rest of the world." he «ai^i. Wckiiuz op 
rather hdpUrMly. •• But perhaps, if I hid b«f Iped 
yvo mcrv^carvd a»! pUaned^^ I t^^n't m« b>>w 
it aU came al«out. We di^In't mean it to be so whra 
we marrictt, ilkl we. Avis? '* 

l^he iM wH answer. lUr thoq^hcs rwhed back 
thrwi^h the veins of all those yean, like driwa 
hkvKl. tf he pot hrr hand to her ihrotit. :^^ fi'a 
chi^kctl, as If with a phyvival ccogescioo. A passico 
Is a pass i on, Nr it of the iatellei't or of the heart : 
ami a deaied aspiratioa ^Jikn^ perhaps, mere ^hoiMy, 
but never less dfearCty, than a deokd bve, 

••Avlst lUf^ yott mimka so nwU JLmi X 
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nmscle by muaclet it Boemedi her watdiftil bodj 
yieldod to the absenoe of demand upon its resiat- 
anoe in the unassertant air. 

The poor girl was abnost in as modi need as he 
of the atmosphere in which sorrow seems an in- 
IHngement of a newly disooTcrod law, and oaro a 
dime against an hitherto nngoessed, bat here nn- 
goarded and nndircrtod lore. 

They settled themselves in a yellow, old eoqnina 
boose: there were orange-trees aboot it, kneeling 
with their amber lamps ; the windows of their room 
looked to the warm brown water; strange birds 
swayed by in the floshcd air. Ostrandcr was ex- 
dted by every thing : he ran in and oot like a ddld. 
He kept coining' op to her, and saying, — 

«• Avis, don't yoo think we shaU like it? '* 

When they had been there a day or two, he told 
her those people from the boat were of their fellow- 
boarders. Avis idly asked if he knew their names. 

"Oh, yes I " he said, " it's a Frendi name, — 
Smith." Then, when they both laoghed merrily, she 
wondered at the lifting of her heart. It reminded 
her of how it was on their wedding-Joomeyi when 
they found eadi other so amnsing, and laoglitor 
leaped so lightly to their happy lips. 

One day he drooped a little with a cold, or some 
of the slight hindoranoes whidi stay the motion of 
the spheres for the InTslld and those idio minister to 
hfan; and then he b^gaa to wony aboot the praa- 
peets of the fomilly if ho shoold flifl, after an, to gel 
q^ifgaia. 
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«* I dioold be sorprised,*' said his wife in her 
qoiet way, •* If I coold not sopport this llunily, 
whatever happened. If yoo fret yoorsdf side, I 
shall certainly hare to do it.*' 

<* Do yoo reaUy think yoo coold?'* heoigedans 
ioosly. <*Itwooklbe sodi a relief to think — to 
knowl— Too oookl, if any woman coold. It 
woold be so different If yoo made it a point, if every 
thing bent to it. Once yoo mi^^t have done any 
thing you woold. What a ftitore yoo had. Avis, 
when I csmo in yoor way I I don't know how to 
make yoo believe — that I didn't mean to blight it 
aD." 

" I know, I know, Philip." Bot her breath be- 
gan to shorten. 

y It's a pretty hard thing, after all, when a man 
and woman have actoally married, not to fct thiogs 
go like the rest .of the world," he said, locking op 
rather hdplessly. ** Bot periiaps. If I had helped 
yoo more — cared and phinned — I don't see how 
it all came aboot. We didn't mean it to be so when 
we married, did we, Avis? " 

She did not answer. Her thoq^ts roshed back 
throogfa the Tcins of all those years, like driven 
bkMd. She pot her hand to her throat. She folt 
diokod, as If with a physical ooQgestion. A passton 
Is a pasdoot bo it of the intelloot or of the hearts 
and adenled aspiration dies, perhaps, mors domb^, 
bot never less dreail^, than a denied love. 

'<« Avis! Hm yoo' miiidol so andir And I 
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lunre been lo abecnbed — and did not see. Whjf 
mj poor gill I Why, AtIs 1 " 

For AtIs, taken unawares by his tendemestv hat- 
ing heisdf for the weakness to which, in all their 
maitied lilbt her htisband had ne?er seen her jkkl 
befbre, barsl into a par o iys in of the terrible 'tears 
iHddli lie in wait to ateoge thsBMehes npon aQ 
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IiMt 



UHtQ vO UISQa 

iMOlftmiMfttoMii, 
duteoMldiidlfM* 



THE escapedf longer than the nncapCnred emotion 
stands at bay. Ostrander was consdons that it 
required TeiydliTcreut elements of tlie nature to woo 
the bruised affection of the wife ftom thoee which 
had won the hard sunendcr of the maiden's lo?e: 
the one thing might be done bj the eonq>lexit79 
the other only by the force, of character. With the 
unappcasablo self-regret born of the sdf-loiowledge 
which only the nearest relations of life can create in 
us, he thought of that drooping calyx of roTerenee 
in hia wife's heart, which all time might not now be 
long enough for the dew of his gatheced and gather- 
ing fealty of feeling to relill. In his str o n ger mo- 
ments he kwHslMi before his lost ideal of himself, as 
the scleot throe kneeled upon the Mount of TVans- 
Hguration before a vanished God : in Us weaker ones 
he tried to foiget it. In the first he despaired of 
her; in the other he yearned fer her. Her alli- 
ance without her respect taunted him ; her tender- 
ness without her trust shamed him. Ostrander's 
km fer hia wife had beSB the supnne feet of his life 
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In hia ezpreflsiTe medical i^rafle, he reoognixod it 
M one of the proximate prindplea of liia aool. No 
other woman, or ao ho bclicvodf oodd have com- 
manded 80 long, or reclaimed ao aotocraticallj, the 
tisane of hia elaatio Ancy. lie waa at a.loea how 
to approach her gentle and devoted calm*. He 
monmcd hia own crippled power to command in 
her that idealization which b the eaaential condi- 
tion of the love that woman beara to man. 

Begrct, which had been acntimcnt at home, waa 
aenticnce in Florida. The aunlight ihU in golden 
ahowera, throng^ which they trod athirat. All the 
colore of life deepened in tliia priamatic land. Thcj 
walked with Joined hands, but averted fiioea. The 
aplendor alept upon the warm, atrange water, upon 
the moaaic of ahcll-atxewn a«nd, the green pulaea of 
the orange-leavca, the veiled crimaon heart of the. 
banana-bloaaom, the bursting mood of the pome- 
granate ; but neither aaw that upon the cheek of the 
other the aame glow lay. 

One day he aaid aomething, careleaaly enough, 
about a beautiAil r&rlsian whom he met at tUa time 
laat year ; and then, turning, he aurpriaed the ak>w 
odor dimbing hia wife'afhee. He came doae to her 
aft once, and aaid with a certain gentle authority, — 

**Avia, lock at me, please. 80; that wOl do. 
Now listcau Once belbre, when I apoke of people 
I had met, you h)oked like that. It waa the nig^ I 
came bade, sitting by the Hva at home ; even then, 
— CAolnl^ Gkaat ma at Isaat the Jwtitse or vs- 
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membering that a man doean't make a Ibol of him- 
aelf — in audi a way — more than once ; and bdieve 
that I had the braina to profit by a bitter lesson, 
if you cannot give me credit for the beait. Even 
if you cannot aee— that other women,— if you do 
not know '* — 

He turned (they were strolling on the beadi), 
and impetnoualy began to walk the other way. After 
a moment'a hedtation ahe followed, and overtook 
him. 

" You forgot, Philip," ahe aaid, •' how kmg a acar 
throba in a woman'a lieah. But indeed I've never 
meant to remind — or taunt you about any thing.*' 

•« I wiah you would t " he cried hotly. *'Iwiah3-ou 
hadi I think I ahould fod better if you would out 
with it, and tdl me what a contemptibly weak fellow 
you thought me — if you would aay the very worst." 

** Oh, hush I " sakl Avia in her rich maternal vdoe. 
She did not aay there waa no worat. That waa not' 
true. She only put her hand upon hia aim, and 
spared him with atrong ailenoe. 

When ho came to think it over, he blessed her for 
it with all hia heart. He felt that he enukl not have 
borne to hear hia wife mt^ what he knew ahe had 
tkmi^ of him. On the other hand, he would have 
ahrunk ttom a auperildal tendemeaa — ignoring feeta 
too keenly present in the minds of both— aa ttom 
a kind of gmd adapted to Invallda and ehildren. 
Silence, more kindly and mors intricatdy than a^y 
speecu, ds nesaB to Bope, would Bo^r iBBsrnret tBcs 
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< tij well. Not to wen thif winteri and I 

1 one of tiieM optical lUasioiie befi>ro in oU 

. M J mother used to baTe them, and they 

rno amazing atoiiea about my gnuidfatlicr*f 

knc88. I haTe often wanted to experience a 

of the thing, to see what it ia like. It is reiy 
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*MVhat was it like? " adced Avis a little nneasily, 
^ '*t walking on. She drew her hand a triffe doaer 
*hrongh hia arm, and Joined her fingers upon it: she 
used to walk with him in that way, now loqg since* 

** He came oot of the water// aaid Ostrondcr, 
" and ran along the beach. lie had bis little Christ- 
mas stocking in his hand. You did not see him, and 
he polled at your dress." 

Inrolantaiily Avis cried oat : there was a certain 
terrible realism in her husband's quiet woida and 
the curious, sdcntifio interest of Us tone. 

** Then you turned round, and ho took hold of 
your hand. I saw him put one of the sheUs in his 
stocking. He had on that little bine sadc aunt 
Chk)e gave him, with white buttons. Then he ran 
along again, and waded into the water. I saw him 
qdte plainly. He"» 

•«What did he do, FhOip?" aakod AtIs in a 
Toiee of awe ; for Fhllip paused. 

*^ He bedEoned to me. He bedcooed tome twice. 
Then you came up the slope, and, when I looked 
again, he w^s gone. PositiT^, Ibr the moment my 
bcealh came hard, and I was a Utile Aint and sick 
wnan you muud ma* 
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•• 8m, Philip! " tiW ATii In • low wloe, " the 
noundfl here ut ■trown with iholli, instead of the 
flowers thai one lees elsewhere: bat this poorUttle 
fellow has none; I will go and And some/* She 
wandeied off alone, while he sat and watched h^ 
ftom his solitary place. The light feU ftst; the 
massive face of Fort Marion daricened down opoii 
the little bcadi where she strolfed in sweet, seard<- 
ing attitudes, that lent so mnch gentleness to the 
coamgcoos contours of her flgare. It was almost 
dark when she came back to say,— 

•« I cookl only find n few poor UtUe dnfl things; 

hot th^ will do/' 

She stooped, and laid the shells in the form of a 
cross, accoiding to the costom of the qolet place, 
npon the grmTO. " I am sore it wss n Uttle boy,*' 

she said* 
Then, for it darkened steadily , they went in silenee 

home. Jnst before th^ fsadied the house, Ostran. 

der said abrapHy, — ^ . , 

*« AtIs, all the time yon were on that beacb, I s«w 

the boy." 

•« The ^«M ttoat the dnndiyardr' asked ATiSi 
gmOfav, to humor a side man's fonqri but wishing 
ttmtshehadnotleft himsokN«in that malarial 



•«Ko— Tan. IdidnH msaa to tdi youi but I 
hdc I had better. I saw Van quite disdncUj." 
"Are stm sick, mUp?'' asked Atls, stopping 
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** Ftofoot^ wen. Not so well this winter, snd I 

ncTer had one of these optical illusions before in aU 

my life. My mother used to hsTS them, and they 

toll some amaslng stories about my gnindftither*s 

bst sickness. I have often wanted to ezpcricnco a 

touch of tiie thing, to see what it is like. Itisrery 
strange." 

. «« What was it like ? " asked Avis a Uttio uneasl^, 
but walking on. She drew her hand n trifle doeer 
through bis arm, and Joined her fingers upon it : she 
used to walk with him in Umt way, now tong since. 

** He came out of the water," said Ostmndcr, 
* < and ran along the beach. lie had his Uttfe Christ- 
mas stocking in his hand. Tou did not see him, and 
he pulled ai your dress." 

InToluntarily Avis cried out : there was n certain 
terrible realism in her husband's quiet woids and 
the curious, sdcntifio interest of his'tone. 

*' Then you turned round, and he took hold of 
your hand. I saw him put one of the shcDs in his 
stocking. He had on tiiat little bhie sadk aunt 
Odoe gave him, with white buttons. Then he ran 
Bkmg again, and waded into the water. I saw him 
Viitephdnly. He"-- 

*' What did he do, Philip?" asked Avis In n 
Toico of awe ; for FhiUp paused. 

*' lie beckoned to me. Ilebedmied tometwice. 
llienyou oame up tim skips, and, when I kioked 
again, he WM gone. Podtiv^, for tiie moment my 
breath came hard, and I was n little ftlat ami skk 
whsoymi found 
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•• Tbew to ■onM nervous Imretlon of the rettn*. 1 
iMd oi» «och CMC in the iKMpltribefoie I gt«lii^ 

I bcUero I'll icad np • Mttlo on It to-nit^t. ATM, 
do yoo know I toren't coughed once Cat three whoto 

"*Tlt» on Chrietmee thrt he "« •l"!*'^ ~^ 
oot ftom mwe In the gray calhcdnd Into wUch they 

luMl wandered, " If I die before y«> *>' *» * ^ 
KCt me to chatter aboot what I'm thinking, -on 
Iny dcath4K!d, I nKam. » ^'* ** "J 7^* J 
know what I bcUere. and ytm know, and I dont 

bclictx. any thing qaite so thoroogMy ",?»*• "^ 
Into tho other Ute on any grounds, I Aan take some- 

how a i«ctty lh»h rtart, - 1 need it, God taows 1- 

nore of a start than rm likely to get here now. 

JS«ttanes I wonder if He'B take th«;>«*JV2 
«Aoomsuehahalf.nK«ldedfcllow. Idonttaow 

whether I'm worth it, upon my soull Now, *• 
added, "I conWn't hate said that • month ^ 
when I iwdly thought I was going to <««Hw«r 
.Mxingly natural good tack to I I"",*?"^** 
mtttng well as if 1 hdl new been eick^^^^ 
Dot, when they h«l come home, he tomsd to her 

fillier flfldljTi — , , ^ ^, 

•* An iUloB man UDm io Bmch Aoot WBMeiri — 

M If people cooM care." _^ •i^a* 

Hto wMb «d not an«wcr tor flie moment ; ttien ene 

cwpt np, tuid pat lier hmid npon hie h^, pM^nj^ 
HhiL He««embe.«itlietf.ttimeiliejJ^ 

did tlito,--ooe wliilewkj be«» *^ ^"^ ■•■** 
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when his liead was reeling with pain ; and how annt 
Cliloo came in, and Just how Avis looked, standing 
over him, shamed and sweet. He wondered if she 
icmcmbcrod too. Ho thought wliat a subtle bond is 
the bare community of memoiy given to tliose who 
pass thchr lives together; how eternal is the vicinity 
we give to the soul that we Buflbr to share our memo- 
rable Joy or grief or peril. 

Impulsively ho put his hand out, and drew his wlib 
down upon the arm of the dmir ; but he Iblt her 
tremble, and so released her. She stood for a minuto 
uncertain : he did not touch her again, and neither 
spoke. All the brilliant ingenuity of Ostrander's na- 
ture drooped before the task of wooing an estraogcd 
wife. lie got up awkwardly, and said that Smith 
baby was dying again ; and then he and Avis sat 
down at separate windows, with thehr Ihces to tlio 
sultry Christmas night. 

But alter this ho fell into a low, discouraged state. 
He suflbred a brief atcadc of iileurisy , and complained 
of the shortness of his breath. He maintained that 
the air disagreed with him, and that they should mors 
•tones. 

Hr. Smith expiessed a desire to Join them, on ths 
ground that Hrs. Smith found her hands cold In 
Augustine. The little party wandered up and down 
the river, as Florida parties wHl, sultfoct on^ to the 
caprices of Its Invalids, toacUog hers and there fi« 
a day or so, at hotsis or sanitariums, as the lesUess 
flmflj took thsmy and abeoribed In the eihanslhrs and 



416 



THB 0IOBT or ATXB. 



THB ROBT OF ATI8. 



417 



\ 



eBBT«iiii« dliooMlon of fogt and fun*' ^^ * 
WM growing iawsely prfer thMi hendf, to bring it 

*"."^ right," ho -M fldntty. "IttakflMng 
«. both. Wo wiE tpoA tho winter «t the next 

TUi haiipeoed to bo HWto. Hew. thei^ 
tiier TicMod thdr feMch for the impotable, tiid J 
windows that ecMinedthe great xlw, drew breathi 
and miaeed the sea* 

Mr. Smith drew breath and halted too. Mre. 
BBdth waa aciialtlTe to the alligatore. and WM c^ 
Ion that another night on boaid boat would atrike to 

the pncomo^atrio ncnre. 
Here Ortiander fisntot into cahn, then Icthaigy, 

The new year bloesomednngnardedly. Hewb- 

nitted Wmeelf to the icgal weather In the line 
uoalitT of tho cooler ecaaon he gained daUy. He 

Sedtocongh. He chatted with the otto reen- 
poating InraHda about the hotela and ahore, bringing 

Iwoie magic talca of the healing genu in the flower 

bor with a bronchial coogh, aick with grfef at dbop. 
ping beUnd Ua daai* Ho began to tntorhto a 
Mtlfa in hie Greek* Ark aaw that he cctored wjto 
pteaaro when the hoar came Ibr the ^- ™J 

bedotagaman'i 



IHien the profenor wrote ftom Hannoiith« one 
day, that lie had lieard of an opening in a Weetem 
colkge, which hia eon-in-Uw'a compfete reeoveiy 
might throw in Ua way, he aaid escitedly, — 

«« Father is Tciy good. But really, ATia« I don*l 
know bui we can do better than that. We ndglil 
atait a boarding-ediool in Ftorida^or, If that, 
wouldn't work, the aanitarinm would.*' 

Aria, painting orange-bkicaoma Ibr anflt Odoet 
aaid only, — 

«• We win eee, Fhilip. 

8he could no more have qnafreHed Jnrt then wItt 
the charactertatio effenrcecenoe of hIa returning 
strength, than die could hare reHnd and en n ntatfd 
her Uttle boy*a preyen. 8he had so kmg atood, 
itrained, staring death out of countenance for 
rUlip'a aake, that Ua TCiy weakneaeea had grown 
aacredtoher; aathefimltoof Lasaiua may hare bo- 
come to the tender eyea of Uaiy. With that enper- 
latlTe ragueneea through whidi we aee the ezcep- 
tlona taken by another to ourown forae of character, 
Oitruider waa peihapa conedoua of tUa. 

One night In Januaiy, there befell a warm and 

Wonderfkd SMion, which fanpeDed all tte unrnting 

atream of tourist life Into the open air. (Mnadcr 

' waa espedaUy athmdated by the itir, the dmtter, the 

acented wind, the Southern efcy. He begged Arte 
to go with Urn — away , he aaid, feom an theoe peo- 
ple— fer a row upon the ifrer. HowouU 
fta boal htamalf aft int ShaanidaoMig 
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hflr delictte tact that the lisiits of his strength 
■hoaM oome as a diaooveiy to the invalid, rather 
than a dogma fW>m the nurse. In a few minutes he 
yielded the oars to her with a sigh. She took ihcm 
in sUencSt and in silence they rose and fell upon the 
bright resistant current. 

Avis, as she rowed, turned her fkoe to the forest, 
whoso peaks of blackness rose on cither hand. The 
river pierced them like a bright defile, narrowing as 
they entered it. She thought how the light lay on 
the sea, beating beyond* over there at the left, deep 
miles across the untrodden tangle, where the long 
bar leaned out that mokes the entrance to the St. 
Augustine Ilarixyr one of the most perilous feats 
known to the navigators of the American coast. 
She and Philip seemed shut in here, and secure, on 
the patient river. Fterfaaps some poor sailor yonder 
on the unseen sea came at that moment, daring .his 
Ihte, — the most cruel that the mariner's diart can 
know, — the resistance of shifting sand. They were 
safe, — they two. She leaned over to look into the 
stream : she blessed its passionless, contracted cur- 
rent. She had called the St. John's River humdrum 
sometimes by daylight, a tame story, nothing to 
be done with it but follow it to the tiresome end ; 
DOW it stretdied, transfigured and electrio. The 
sky seemed to stoop with tlie undoe burden of its 
stars. The moon hung hight u^ the water rose a 
little under the warm wind. A few boats onfy V^r* 
end in sightf — so few as to eiptess ratlisr thaa 
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relieve the phantasms! solitude of the plaoe : their 
oobred skippers cut like ebony carving about the 
i^SS^ng- Indistinct voices drifted ftom them, and 
sunk again, as Avis and her husband beat up tlie 
narrowing shores alone. 

She beached the boat presently. They met no 
one, and walked sitently upon the cootm white sand, 
ck)se to the water's edge* A^ls said, — 

•« This ri%*er U like that old book of Carove's, 
about the soul. It seems to be a stoiy without an 
end." 

He sat down after a little whfle ; for his capridoos 
strength flagged. Avis wandered up and down, 
dim as a nereid upon the shore : he coukl hear the. 
grains of sopd crackle beneath her feet. Ihcie 
were now no sails in sight upon the uneasy current. 
Between the Ibrcst on this hand, an<i the forest on 
that, the river by desobte. The dead troes upon 
its banks wore winding-sheets of moss ; (hey stretched 
their boughs across the separating stream: those 
that stood shoulder to shoukler Interiocked branches 
in a manner in whidi it was im|iossible not to see a 
pathetic and at the same time grim likeness to hu- 
man gestures, in the half-lights, sky and shore and 
river alike grew fluent and foreign, till whether 
one walked ji|xni .the stream, or sailed upon the 
sand, or sank upon the donds, the truant fencj 
wondered, with a kind of happy terror, sneh as that 
soul might feel which 'first escaped the bo^y on a 
OMWolit nighl. 
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It was a spot to drive the lonely ftom each other, 
and to draw the loving near. 

Ostrandcr's figarc, where he sat solitary, melted 
and formed in the gray uncertainties of the ahr. As 
his wilb stood, turning hither* and thither, she was 
not suie where she had left him. He seemed to 
have vanished ihim her. She turned hack with 
beating heart. He watched her oomiog through the 

onrcal light. 

The moon was ihll in his iiMe; with his head 
upon his bent, thin wrist, he sat with lifted ej^es. ' 
She sat down beside him. They could not see the 
lights of the little town. They were quite alone in 
the visionary place. Without speedi and without 
toudi, Avis was made aware that the moment had 
become a crisis for them both. She dared not lo6k 
at her husband. 

It seemed to her that one careless breath now 
would completely disorder her self-control. Whether 
she should go flinging her arms above her head, and 
leaping down that unsubstantial ahore, resistant of 
him; or whether she should spend herself upon him 
with a storm of long-repressed feeling, whidi she 
was scathingly conscious would not fecUitate that 
Intelligent comprdiension of one another In which 
she believed that thefar sole hope of fatnre happiness 
must lie,— this five-years wife, acquainted with 
bereavements, worn with care, and fli^ by aazlefy, 
oould not trast herself to guess. 

•• Avis,*' said her hnabaad anddsB^, **w irao*l 



THB STOBT OF ATOL 



421 



have any scene or bother about It; but there U 
something I want to say to 3-ou." 

•• Very well, Philip," gently. 

** I don't know that it's of any use, either, to talk 
about it," mused rhilip uncertainly. «• Most things 
are better let alone between people who — Iwondcr 
If you think a man's worst Is the real of hhn. Avis? 
There — hush 1 Don't tiy to answer sudi a question. 
It doesn't deserve an answer. Dut what I wamt to 
say Is this. It does seem to me that there must have 
been something In me worth loving, or you wouldn't 
have cared for me In the first place. 

*' Things might have been worn," he added, lift- 
ing his head a little ; '« and all that— these elements 
of cha r acter that you loved are real: they are not 

dead. If you would think of thia sometimes I " hs 
said rather pitUblly. 

Ho looked up across the uncertain shadow that her 
tall figure cast between them. His wife had risen, 
and stood over him with streaming <9ies andcholdiy 
speech. That very Intelligent comprehension ot one 
another seemed no nearer to her than ever. Was It 
possible, after all, that people might be happy Just 
to love one another, without undentandlqg a^y tUi^ 
about It? 

** I cannot seem to make up my mind to bear It,*' 
aakl Philip Oistrandcr, not without dignity, *« thatngr 
wiib should not wegptd me enough to lore me/' 

Then In the unreal light aha stooped to him, OTiif 
out patheHoal^ ; but what aha said, or if aha said anr 
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woids, neitiier lie nor heraelf could at that moment 
teQ. He bold op his liands. In the unreal light it 
■oemcd to him as if she bent ftom a great height to 
lestoro to him the married kiss which he had lost. 
Bat ho did not, or ho dored not, draw her to his level. 

The moon waned, and they went home. The river 
was deserted. The wind was high ; but the current 
bore them powerihlly on. Avis rowed stnrdilj, and 
they did not talk. The lights of the little town nod- 
ded to welcome them. On either hand the kneel- 
ing moon slow^ veiled the colossal ihoe of the 
wilderness. 

They talked a little when they had come home, in 
that ffwM surface-mood to which the deepest wedded 
romance lies so near, — as to whether she had rowed 
too ftr, and if ho had taken cokl, and why Mrs. 
Smith did not cough to-night, and if the evening 
ffMiU bad come, and how aunt Gik>o had the baby 
wdl asleep by this thne,— little hissiel their bal^, 
thirteen hundred miles away, —and how she would 
have grown when they got home, and if she would 
know them, and what they should take her. But 
Ostrandcr watdied his wife with restless eyes. Uow 
lesolnte her rich motions about th^ half-lit rooml 
He was growing half impotient with this motherly 
Und of ailbetkm she gave him. It was no com- 
fygi to him that he knew it was the best that 
he deserved. Beside her quarried kyalfy his own 
taOflr Instfaiets hod never seemed to him smaller and 

than tiMjy did thai nlgiit. Never b«ftMh«l 
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he perceived the spiritual dignity of constancy; per- 
haps — since it is precisely in proportion to the lofti- 
ness of a truth that personal humility is requisite to 
its apprehension — bo had never before distrusted 
himself sufficiently to perceive it. Iter love, he 
thought, like the statues of Angclo, had been stnic^ 
out at the beginning from the holy marble ; his, like 
the work of lesser sculptors, from the ezperimontal 
day. 
'« ShaU I light the bunps?'' she said atkst. 
" Don't you like it better as It is?" he asked 
doubt Ailly. 

*« Perhaps so— yes. Do yoa want any tUng, 
Fhilip? Is it Ume for your medicine? There 1 I 
have not rang for your ^ass of milk. Let ms call 
Jeff." . 

** Please not ring — now. Can't yon alt and real 
a little? * You must be ^-ory tired." 
«« Just as 3Tm like, Philip." 
She stood in the centre of the dim room, uncer- 
tain Ibr Uuit moment. The U^t from the unhitched 
door ibll in/ The halls were deserted and still. 
Outside, in the peculiarly dense and appalling 
shadows that follow the foliage of orange-trees upon 
a moonlit night, the white flowers hung wearily. 

** I have been such a care," he said tremulously 
through the dark, '*ftMr so long! You have boree so 
much, Avis, and so patiently 1 Now I'm getting 
well, don't yon think I'm fit to take n^ sharo of 
Ubh«s? Oh, ooose hsn, and 1st OS tolk aboni ill 
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Come, mj poor girl, poorgirll Don't yoaXmoto how 
tired joa are?'' 

Fdrfaaps it waa the words ; perhaps it waa the tolie. 
Change and sickness had not Jarred the qnalitj of 
Ostrander's rare Toioe. It affected his wife Just then 
like those straina of mosic wliidi a heavy lieart ia 
mors hart than licaled to hear. 

A torrent of memory overtook her. Boond emo- 
tions began to struggle in it. All the r ep r e ss e d 
soffeiing of a woman to whom it has been given to 
oany her hnsband's natore, as she haa lifted that of 
her children, through ft lonely and laborious married 
life, seemed to oome sweeping over her, wave upon 
wave, in a tide to which she could see no end. 

He expected that ahe woald come up and take hia 
ikoe between her hands ; call him her poor boy per- 
haps, in that maternal way of hers iVom which he 
knew at that moment hla manhood wonkl revolt; 
and what woold happen next he cookl not possib^ 
IbreteU. 

Bnt, like a ftsdnated giii to her lover, Avia, in the 
dim room, turned and crept to him. Hia starved 
aims ahook aa th^ dosed about her. He prayed 
that only hia ideal of himsdf mi^^ tonch his wife 
at that moment. She put op her hand to his cheek 
in her oU way. 

'•Oh,Iam so tired I— tired out, tired oat. Don't 
talktome—dil there ia nothii^ to aay. Itwaaa 
good while— pnlliqg along afene— aadi ti»i«hi 
yon did not oaie." 
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THEY seemed to themselves now to have become 
thediscoverersof the State of Florida. Above 
them widened new heavena; below them a new earth 
leaped. Lonely and awed aa lovers, they wandered 
aboot the foreste and the shore. He waa boyish 
about having her with him. She shared his widks, 
his drives, his sails. He drooped if they were parted 
fo^ an hoar. Hia breath and cokv deepened; hia 
recovery presented itself to them aa a foregone oon- 
dnsion. 

He talked a good deal, — more often of their 
fhtnre, aometimea of all that they had put behind 
them. He would come up ezdtedly and aay, — 

«• If we don't make it work at the West, Avis, what 
then? Shall yoa be contented to cone bade here? 
Yott and I could be happy here forever; couldn't we? 
And we cookl educate the girl oursdves." Then ahe 
wouU Ustetti aodling, and put iqp her hand, and aiy 



n 



I . 



I • 



4S6 



THB 8T0BY OP AYI8. 



nothing: iho liked better to lot him talk and go 
dreaming. And he, rovorently turning his cheek, sf ill 
hollow as it was, upon her palm, woald slide intently 
on* 

If his health gave way again at the West — bat of 
oonrso ho meant to try it fhithftillj^ ; that was under- 
stood. If tho climate pro^'ed too irritating, or the 
chiss-room drudgery — but he thought ho shoukl 
know better how to manage that another time. 
Still it was a oomfbrt to know, that, if worst came 
to worst, they could return, and start the sanitaritun 
or tho boarding-school. It would bo quite practioo* 
ble to Und a suitable housckeeixsr: Avis should not 
bo exhausted by that. ()r, if that failed, there was 
tho orange-business. He was oonvinccd that there 
was room for a huge orange-grovo oven liere ; and, 
flurthcr up the river, a little Northern pluck would 
woik a miracle any day. They might do worse than 
to take to orange-culture ; though ho prclbrrcd his 
pfofosskm in itself considered : ho thought, too, it 
would be a fjlcasantcr life for her ; ho wanted, above 
all, to make it a littto easier for her now. Ostronder 
did not notice how scanty were his wife's answers 
to all tUs, her smile was so rich, her sorreodered 
hand so volnbto. 

As for Avis, she heard him without annoyance or 
dispi to. 8ho would have been uneasy if Fhillp had 
ondeigono a transfiguration, like a hero in a novel, 
In which his weaknesses were sublimated, and hia 
foolti Ueattasd beyond her fooognUlon. ShawooU 
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have distrusted a grand metamoiphosis tm in itself 
but aiiother fotrn of a caprickras and curioua self* 
delusion. 

It seemed to her the great triumph of her lifo 
that she ooukl knre her husband Just as God had 
made him. And that Philip, being Philip, could 
come leaning in this pathetic way upon her love, — 
the sure, strained love of five married years, — this 
seemed to her Just then more a prophecy than a 
foUllment of hope. After all, what was this one 
work], to souls which had been Joined together by 
any tissues too firm for the attrition of time to tear? 
At best a root beneath a forest of experience. Per- 
haps (she thought) those married men and women 
were better fitted tlian they knew for the permanent 
diaroeter of a spiritual form of society, who, at the 
end of one life passed together, could intelligently 
desire to renew the rehUion in a second. 

When he talked of herMslf and her woric, her ro- 
•erve deepened. He spoke much of both. It was,— 

** Avis, when you get to painting; '* or, *' Avis, 
one thing I mean to make sure of, that you shall be 
hampered no longer in your own plans;" or, 
** Why have you done nothing new this winter. 



Avis? " or, ** Now all goes well with us, dear, we 
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■hall see you flunons. 

Shosakl,— 

•« Tea, Philip." VThj aigne flie matter? She 
kaew how that would be. And she eodd not hare 
■afcl sbs dk» Doi OM. 8ho did not dMoi hsr dsar 
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natnra by teUng herself or him tiieft iba foond in 
ber merried ki Ticarioos oloiieiiient for what ehe 
had miaeed. A hmnan gift ia a rebeUiooa tviaoneri 
and ahe waa made homaa before aba waa made 



lot ahe thought it mattered leaa to ber than It 
did once, — an thia loat and-miqiielled lift. Tb^ 
bad aaved the lift of lift, they bad aaved their wed- 
ded love: the reat oonld be borne. 

One day ahe ooold not ride with him, there being 
ft bniden of bome-letteia and .little accomahithig 
feminine taaica, which ahe performed leaa nerrooaly 
alone. It waa the morning, too, for a apelling-lea- 
aon that ahe gave their waiter in the boarding-booae 
(a handaome mulatto boy, to whom both had taken 
a fency), whenever the atate of JeTa inteUeci or 
dining-foom permitted. They compromiaed (for ahe 
did not like Philip to go alone) upon the company 
of their neighbor Smith. Smith waa down on the 
wharf; and he would find hfan, if ahe wiahed, and 
they would ride a little towaida the awampa, and 
ictum when they were hungry. He held her hand* 
and chatted a good deal about it. He had taken a 
ali|^ cold itor ft day or two paat, and cfaiqg to her, 
qdddy depreaaed, with more than uaual dependence, 
n waa, "Avia, donH aUy long down ataiia/* 
••Comfaig back aoon, Avia?" •« Would you Juat 
Mliefattbmr'' «• I can't aee you, than by the 
window.'' 

TUa montag, whm ha had foaa no te m fto 
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gate, he came back. She waa atandhig on the 
veranda, aa it happened, quite alone, in her light 
dieaa, and the knr, dark outline of her hair: he 
came bade, and kiaaed ber again, and aaid ahe muat 
notmiaahfan. SbiT watdicd hfan walking down the 
nanow road,— .the road like a " river of aand." 
He turned, and nodded to her: the wind atruck hia 
bright hair. He looked fiaahfaig and fteah to her, 
aaifaheaawhfanlbrthefifvt tfane in her life. He 
drew her with that aubtle feadnatton which Nature 
takea a fit Ail delight fai beatowing upon aome oea- 
turea aa a aubaUtuiB foratrength, periiapa,^dian 
we aayF^aa an faidex of undevdoped atraigth. 
Avia foUowed hfan with a giri'a bluah and a wife'a 
eyea. Her bcait went to meet that Indfam aummer 
of married life, which, after the rain, aettloa down 
upon the purple air. 

It waa towarda noon^ that, liaviqg put her mom* 
faig'a work well bdihd her, ahe went down atafaa to 
find the boy Jeir. On the landing ahe met— with Ua 
baby in hia anna, and hia boy at hIa coat-laila, and 
hia wife calliqg to hfan to come back and ahut the 

door—the patient fetmoTMr. Smith. Sheatopped 
to.aay,— 

*' Did yon not meetmyhndNuidtfala mondng?'* 
with an nnoonedona change of coter. 

;*Oh,yaar' aaU Kr. Smith ; '«and I wanted i» 
gowithhfant hehadftpret^mardi^Mwy. He'a a 
fine rider, your huahand. But jou aae, Ifra. Smith 
hiahadftbidn%ht. She am if a the went Aa'a 
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THB wrcmr ow ayis. 

Aad Um Ubr'i foi tiM ooUo } Mid Om girt nil 
biealdM; MMltlMboj— MfM MUtWlml 
MtterwItlillMboy? Oh^jett Um W^'^*^'^ 
cad of bto iii0»r wttli * lMt4!lMi« IM mA;tii«« 
iMda'l kod tlM Mk'htmUOm, I ml^ 
J it about,'' orVM Mr. ^ImHIi, wHIi • 

poverM €<bri of tlM lfiNH(lti«itofi« 

OsUMHfer went on, «•*! ««▼* ^«* W# Umfm, 

4 bo Im to dhwwf , !*• bop^, «lo^ b« h«wl 

; or bo inJjjbt boiro ««^ly ^wmd tsmt^mnf 

ortmr^HMi abovt fbo b«)t^. fl^m/lfi<4 

lo dhMwr; but tWo woo o^ ooo#iwt 

Ifef b^ rWbVa tin brto ki fbo ifWn^MO, rO' 
with dM biw« wWHi ««t bi ffM^ tbo riv^, 
•• Owy >>CT** •^^^ '* ^ H>1>y ^*^^*^* 

Mttbvt Ww^tf m^ V«1y t^ omoo Um^^^^^^ 
i: it VM rttOb^ilt «^ f*OM»wib-^ wb-m «bo ImmI 
OS ollmooii •Uioo b#iWf^ ; t*^ «•* \n Omi 

hod Hf1?^»**o*d o ikitU . mA ;i^ 

^„_ bo b#^wH a?»»«««*V ♦^"•«^ »^ ^*^ 
l0Ok0d. Tno iKWt)lo fVNj^ 'a -vrfU*^. o "bo 
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rrrMi ff«iii« Mffd Ibo ffbufff f>/lM^« f^ lb#t htnHfth f^frf /<« 
to gr^rw MffOi 1^ Ibo ^r^ fbMl wm »ffA(ff#><l oMb 

9kf, " ln/| I ff)yl}f^i*f9 Vi^ i^^H^ b«/b i^ ^<»** / " 
•^ 'IV fMff^f W^M W0l^^ UffAfm ftp «• b^ |^i^« Pf|^ ; f M 
m^ ^<Ni ^yo fh^ M|f #^#1 ^/»K b* Wf^tt^ ; b^ rvM i 
l»4 i^*' ftf'ftn Of/m M« #<f^'b |f^«^^ , b^ bA« M# b*< 

^A^ fT^^n fb^ o»i%^ If A O'.n M mr^s f^ #««/% 

0^ */yV ^. h ^mn ^^ *h^ J7»#^# V^»*^ #^'/ :#« -r-r 

Ai%#» 'HM a*^ •**«• ♦•»*^*^. ^f*ip«^ y*^*'*- * •• •• z.^/,*^*^ 
lijKM »tK*o j^y«^ a^»v/^ •-^' #--4 «• # ^-i* « ^«^'»# 
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is A bhie lienm's wing itiKm her boDOot Tbeywhto* 
per together. They lungh and nod. The orange' 
tiee eute a long ehndow over the fence, throo({h 
which they peee, leaning nd etllL Thej do not note 
the length of the shMlow. They do not eere if 41 

grows hile* 

Stepe opoa Oie eand. It jlelde ilowlj to a wenrf 
fool, orettAdM periiApe, in wandering abovi the 
^rihfi, or A trifle huBod npon theac awkwaid itir' 
rape; he willlhBp np to the gate; ttwittbe a nfo* 
nie's work to bomd fton the window, to clear the 
efadfa, Oe vcnnda, Oe jatd, to eland panliaf and 
atmg; he will lean apon her Aonlder aa he did f« 
tte HKadow OMe at bonK on a depleniher noon ; ho 
wil eloop Md ear, *« Waa I gone too loag? '' — Tha 

aU 

bl aagfca fom her 

of the MatOyir 

yellow; the thM fcawdrla 

tonmiilaled. It li a aMIy elghi. 

I Ike chOd with her la an oelofnon. f»a haa Mao 

with alaaandef ifth<w« Tno 
Mja la ii aa ppi i rt mi One mm^ ho fwj 
to waleh theaa yoapie. 

Ak^ Pmml Vkm 4M la 
I wIMadolMiiioanliiifl Of eemia bowwdd 

tw0^ ape enew w«aw wwpiw» 

f^y a flnndkfafdb'ty^a tmtv 

ftianatwiialolaiAanf lea^fhoMni^thiiHr ^ 

l0Mll# 





Till immr or Arw, 



4«» 



fcr a laliaf fnm ovar.prpeeofa w#fii the guM W afid 
tlia gladder wa/, Tha ptmy wtti #<r;ma «lt;lf^ fii H>« 
gate, a lUito olielliiata, waMf^ ifff^itfilm »^«M#., 
hraMng fha rld^« lua^ag fnr/i g^^Hly tiuti^tM ilm 
fri»«i, ^Mwmwaiiaodai*#4Miaa4IMi|#wdJwg 
iheia era eo Many fNVffda d^a U'Um. Am Im 
•toopa, ha win hM0p a Wlil*, li^'M^ h^t ^^n^n^H 
the iMa. f f«f llp«, alf^adf nUfrlagi aay^ *' t/^ 
Ifcalf nfrt#T gry al/^wr i^\n/* 

Tim ^0fU9m$9 fi^Um w#fl, Tha pfmffg MUfw k 
Hied nlih wWM 0^rr<^. II4 |e ffMSt tftm a l^fr^- 
i^gHHp ap (ha r^lawaha or flM M^ni. ||a M f# a 
harry ^ a MirlN«ad arfppnf , «># Iww M #I»W^ 1/^, 
and ha M$m fmA. Thffm |e « nh^^ Mfrf^ rh^m. 
Ifma tM fUhf hMm4 M^vra |e, (MUh^, m^ 
mmn h^Mad Iha |ppora.f#AM, ^y flHii M Ki f>r«?ad^. 
lag. The air Ma^h^no d^o a|p«vn flio ^m j fi»o 
IMIM ye^iKa ^afca hi fh<^lr ealk ^ fM •irf 4^^Af/.9>^ 
a^Maafma; fha wlad gofa Ma» f a Ma ovf^b^no /M> 
Iha af»fi<fp(fc-*>vv#e^vaw KfMIr aad KMr M, h«m#tf^ 
afWMit fM dai4Mii4at w#vai, fa fM ^a^M^ fht^ 

•ppf^V^ '^^V ^•^"r, i*ld fha ^aiyple OH Iho 

fwna^ia §mmM0^^ laaipiMgy a^OM Wm ^ilfi« 

MM i«C J4^t ktMf K«rN«f fMe #.w«f ill Om 11^ 



ff 



r f 



I 



.1 
.1 



484 



THB 6T0BT OF AVI8. 



be a oomfoit to her, rnider these anxious ciroom* 
stances, that ho should acquaint tho other boarders 
with some evidcnco of his profldenc^ under her edu- 
cational attentions. For similar reasons he stopped, 
and said distinctly, — 

** Mis' Ostrandcr, I don't wish to be personal ; 
bnt have you got a postage-stamp? " 

By that time all the boarders were upon the veran- 
da to see them start. JcfT felt a little Jealous of 
Mr. Smith. One driver — at least a dri^'cr who 
could spell pctrii)* — was enough for any lady ; and 
that they should meet BIr. Ostrandcr directly, every 
boorder in the house was well ogroed. It was ogroed, 
however, that Mrs. Ostronder would feel relieved to 
start and find herself well nix>n the woy towards her 
husband, who was later than an invalid hod better 
be upon a stormy night. 

It was still raining lightly ; but the restless clouds 
gave promise of a moon, whenever they should yield 
the wild field to which A>-is uplifted her young face. 
The scant lamps of the town dwindled, nodding like 
old acquaintances to the passer ; knots of brig^tly- 
dmned tourists flashed by ; the ihoes of the great 
hotels and little shops turned their blaiing brows 
away. 

Avis was perfectly fiuniliar with h^ husband's 
Qsna! haunts, and she directed her oootm at once 
towards the heart of the swamp. She sat quite still : 
the two men talked in low tones, as if in the pres- 
ence of a sld^ person. Once Jeff tried to diftwber 
Into 
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««M]s* Ostnmder, what I want to know isi how 
you done go spell Aggymemnon.'' Jeff thooght 
this wooid be a comfort to her: he prided himself 
upon the delicacy of his oomprehonslon of Mrs. Os- 
trander. He did not know a boy in the hotels who 
had so handsome a lady ; and he knew a good many 
b<^ who had eight at a table the winter through. 
In his heart Jeff was mndi out of patience with Mr. 
Ostraoder; he expected to find that he had taken too 
mnch; that and consumption were the on^ things 
which ever happened to Northern gentlemen in Fl- 
latka. 

'« Don't you tUnk," suggested Mr. Smitli, hesltaft- 
ing, ••thatlhad better first take oot the hotse and 
reconnoitie a little? Jeff will stay and take oaf« of 
yon." 

Avis tdmed her fiMe towards Urn In the fc<«^ 
perturbed Bght : she did not speak. 

*« Drive on, Jeff," said Mr. Smith, with a sigh. 

It was now between eight and nine o'clock. Hm 
moon, as they entered the nave of the ibtest, eame 
climbing into sight nnoertain^, like a woman Mp- 
ping on her robe. Hie beaten donds sank towards 
the river, which it was no fei^er possible to see. 
FalnUy as a spent breath, as thqr rode In between 
the pines, Avis fluMied that she hewd the Invisible 
waves upon the invisible shors. 

It see med at first anpematuraDy dark wItUn the 
woods. Optical 



i! 






4 



\* 



f ' 



»i 



486 



THB BTOBT OF ATIB. 



and naU i^oii ^ air, ana when dM would md 
Unbi, tfa^ wen tlie woids wMA Dtnto taw upon 
tbeHptorML Thto excttement ■obrfded •• •oon 

M die had •ocoiloiiied her ej«e to the shadow. 
She had hecn theio once befow— with PhDip—^w» 

a hrigliter night; bat thejhad not tentnred to; 
ha fcawd the malarto ftbm the awampa. Heroonr- 
•« gww mora rational aa the graat bean^ of the 
^eroeaa doaed in aboot them. The moon waa 
wm dear, and IheBi^t leaned in, awert and aan^ 
vpon the genttj radatant diadow. 

Aa they adranoed, ddcedng odora atola vp; 
beyeod the patrol of cedara the awamp laj dndking. 

It traold aoon be neoeaaaij to oondnci thdr aearch 
onlbot Aalheyatoodcamng,tiiamoddng-blida 

hcgan to anawer tfiem« 
Jeff wlihed he coold aee her ihee. Heeamevp, 

end toodied her on the deera. He fcit that Mr. 
Sidtheonld not be expected to nndentand the 
litiunaHIm of fhn occndon Mr. Smith had not pal 
te ^dr op to the table ttree timea a dajr for thoae 

tm. The mdatto'aydlowjawa began to woric 
••OhflOa'OBtnBdcr, Igoihtaanowt Idonegoi 
en the w^befora we tie tta hone. IgoiAfa- 
^l^9^immjvbdwXhf^ H-n«,^t 

tJ.tJ.Am''- too mn* for poor JdT, mid 

In tte ewallowtaig. Jeff 
Ha flM«^ iba wonld hava 
Ha -iai* aa wdllal Mr . Smith 
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Bat Mr. S^th foD back n Bttla too. Mm. Oa* 
tnnder 0Bnlfy poahed him t^^and took the lead hi 
dienoe, beating down the Spaniah bajronet which 
tora her foot. In the moonlit openbig the poipla 
poiaon foom the awamp had a dean eokir, like bfown 
enow. Her alight fignra aecmed to wraatle with the 
dnmb, nnwilUig da ikuea a aa aha bent into it. 



Dawn eoama with the rararant and ddioate touch 
of n fefer to the Florida waate. That night Ua arm 

her heart. It had been each a peaoefld and wo- 
manljnii^l Thera had been no wind or rain, no 
blindnem, and no honor. It waa quite warm tons 
mn n aick aun might braaiha the air in aafo^. 
▲▼la had not tottarad for an Inatant in her readnte 
hope. She ahouki fold hfan. GodwaamerdfoL 

Aa the nmon dipped, n atrai^ ahrOl bird awoke 
and chirpedt and alept again. Gliding cfiaJuwe 
b^gan to athr, and akulk nwaj, Uka aril thoqgfata 
befora dean ^aa, or tenor befora Jcjr. ^w lamp* 
bkMk of the diatant ahadowa laaned to purple ; the 
neanr undeq^rawtt gnw gn^. I^iokJug to the 
ahy, one eaw that it chapgid oolor Kka a chaak. 
Sudden!/ then, the topa of the pinea yielded, and 
eadi araen needle ftred. ThM gmi ^■— ^n^^ ef the ea* 
darararaaled Iteeif 
of old gdd wira. The 

ahowad biniah ahite. The wild onwaa aaamad to 

la 
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had. And the baby's got tlie ooUo ; and the giri oat 
too mttdi breakftst ; and the boy— let me see, what 
<0the matter with the boy? Oh,yefll theboychopi)od 
off the end of his finger with a hatchet. But maybe, 
if the narse hadn't had the aick-headache, I might 
have brooght it about," added Mr. Smith, with a 
pensive and powerflil effort of the imaginaUon. 

Mrs. Ostrandor went on, and gave Jeff his lesson. 
Philip would be in to dinner, she hoped, since he had 
gone alone ; or he might have easily found company 
among the sporting-men about the hotel. Hedidnol 
come home to dinner; but this was not unusual. 
Often they had ridden tiU late in the afternoon, re- 
tnndng with the breeze which set in ftom the river, 
he saying, as they Jogged along in the happy weather, 
•* How glad I am 3*ou came ! " 

She settled herself restlessly to some long-neglected 
tketdies: it was difficult to remember when she had 
passed an afternoon alone before; she sat in the 
strange silence, with flushed cheeks. Mrs. Smith, 
in the next room, had brightened a Uttle; and her 
hnsband could be heard gallantly teUing her how 
wdl she looked. The people began to collect in the 
paftor and on the verandas. Jeff came up to ask 
if Mr. Ostrander's dinner should be kept hoi my 
kN^fer, his main aigument being, that, as they wanted 

the oven for the supper, Mr. Ostrander must have 
dined with a gentleman. The shaded room began 
toooolibonther; it was time to open the blinds to 
te tateeae ftoB the bi^ ; It was tine for the ' 
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tive shadow of the Jasmine todeepen across the tea- 
rose-tree, and the sliarp edges of the orange-leaves 
to grow blunt to the eye that was strained with 
peering across them to the empty road — it was time 
for FhiUp Ostrander to come home. 

Steps upon the sand; manfy steps enough, irn* 
petuous and ringing, as of one who hurried up to 
say, ^'Did I frighten yon getting bade so kite?" 
—Tlie Jaunty hotel waiter looks up as he goes by; the 
light flares on the big seal-ring he wears ; lie has a 
red sea-bean upon his watch-guard ; he lilts his hai 
to the quadroon cook, who is opening oysters in the 
orange-grove below. 

Stops upon the sand. He will be sure to .watch 
the windows thrpugh the opening in the dump of flg« 
trees. By kaning out across tlie ledge a trifle, — 
not too for, becanse the guava bough sweeps up, «- 
one can see him toming. How poetic is this Soutliem 
light upon long Saxon hair I and in a man, a smile 
is rare, like this for whidi a woman waits, with oolor 
spent, and breath in leash, and head bent low to 
listen, her dieek upon her two hands stretched palm 
topahn. — Why witf the touriste go to walk upon this 
street? It is the hour for the veranda and the 
ahore, the forest and the yadit. Impoesible to 
understand why aflybo^y should want to wade aemse 
this sand. She leans upon his arm with a pretty 
color, —a superfldal thing, over-dressed and sim- 
pering. How can a woman lore a man who carries 
his fwa like tiMtr Hla ^ovea am too Hght. Tlws 
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toabUicbcioii'swliignponherboniiot, They whis- 
per together. They laugh and nod. The orange- 
tiee casts a long shadow over the fence, throu^ 
which they pass, leaning and stm. They do not note 
the length of the shadow. They do not care if U 

grows late. 

Steps upoa the sand. It yields slowly to a weaiy 
foot, overtasked periiape, in wandering abont the 
marshes, or a trifle kmod npon these awkward stir- 
raps; he wiU Ump up to the gate; it will be a min- 
ute's work to boand from the window, to clear the 
stairs, the veranda, the ^ard, to stand panting and 
strong ; he will lean upon her Bhoulder as he did in 
the meadow once at honio on a September noon ; he 
WiU stoop and say, '• Was I gone too long? " —The 
old woman was a slave. She cringes as she walks. 
Her head Is bent well-nigh at right angles fttmi her 
shoulders. Her turban is msde of the MacGregor 
plaid. Her fingers are yellow ; the third knodde 
on the kA hand is mutilated. It is a'slddy si|^t. 
The diild with her is an octoroon. She has bhie 
eyes, and ties her hair with a lavender ribbon. . The 
fhiM says it is supper-time. One must be veiy 
strong snd happy to watch these people. 

Steps upon the sand. Ah, there! How dull is 
Ibarl what a doCaid is anxiety 1 Of coarse he would 
ride the pony home. They are short dean steps, 
veiy dear and pleasant for a marsh-tadrey's foot. 
It is not wise to took aiqr tonger tbrooi^ the rift be- 
lls If-lna aai the goava. To wait a littla 
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for a relief tnm over-pressure were the gentler and 
the gladder way. The pony will come shying to the 
gate, a Uttle obstinate, wanting to get to the stable, 
braising the rider's leaping foot gently against the 
fence. She will wait and meet him at the landing -* 
there are so many people down below. As he 
stoops, he will Um^ a litUe, touching her beneath 
the chin. Her Ups, already stirrii^, say, "You 
shall never go alone again.'* 

The sportsman rides well. The young foOow is 
fitted with white gloves. He is ft«sh from a hunt- 
ing-trip up the Odawaha or the lakes. He is in a 
huny for a dviliied supper. His horw is white too, 
and he rides Qist. There is a shower behind them. 
Horse and rider bound before it. Chiklren, un- 
seen behind the guava-troes, ay that it is thunder- 
ing. The air bladcens down upon the river; the 
littto yadits take in their sails; the surf stretches 
Otttitsarms; the wind gets Um to his solemn feet; 
the orange-blossoms break and blow in, beating 
about the daricening room. In the confodon the 
supper-bell rings shrill^, and the people on the 
varanda scatter, lao^^ng, firom the rain. 

ft 

*• Better let her go," said Ifr. Smith. 

«• You couldn't peMiy her to sUy at heme, sar,*' 
aald Jeff. Jeff bad learned that word in the apdl- 
l^g-lesson that morning : he had not had an oppor- 
tonl^ to use it in good sodety before. Jeff was 
my food of lire. Ostnodsr. Ha felt fkat it wooU 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



BoMagUMrMdtooM, 



UPON tlie ■horcf of the rircr as the went hornet 
the joong fine fronds were throrting sslde the 
mifiided leaves. The forest stood in a pale and 
tender fog of green, as If an nnsccn artist had 
bfanred It with a blender, perhaps to deceive an 
over-waiy eye as to his resl Intent in tooching it at 
alL There was something at once nnvtterably deU- 
cats and mgcnt In the advance of the deathless 
raring vpoo the deathless sommer. The ey? leaned 
vpon it with the relief which It finds in sunset, sun- 
rise, lenlth, fire, or sea; In those things only wMch 
bilBg the thoo^ Ihco to fiuse with what Is unflMh- 
onable. The heart bowed before it, qnlAened to 
Mk, ** Where shaUI find eteml^ without resnrreo- 

Hoa?'* 

gbs limveDed alone, tearless and esotted. She 
Mt streog and strained. As yet she was filled less 
wMi a sense of kss than love. FhD^i seemed q^ 

Oifla when tt had been possibie to be 

/ fanpsfftetkm In hfanssif or hi Oslff 

On^ Ms Usdvlsllsdhsr heart. Shewia 
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not without a strange, exultant sense that now shei( 
never could see a weakness or a flaw in him agalq( \ 
Life mlght'try her crudest, she could not ttei them 
now. She ihought of him with something of the 
proud and peculiar triumph of the widowed girl, 
who kneels to the vision of the man whose wlA) she 
never was, to learn to reverence him by one blind 
thxiUthekss. 

Unheard, he seemed to her tense mood to speak 
to her as she rode solitary ; and his voice had the 
tone of the ifoolng and the bridal time. Unseen to 
her soul's ej-es, he Journeyed with her; and his face 
had the kmk of Ito first youth and the beauty of its 
nobtest hour. ' Their relation seemed to her to run 
on quito unintorrupted. He leaned over her shoul- 
der to read their undivided life. lie had but turned 
a leaf before her In the story without an end. 

Aunt Chk)e was sittiiy in the twOlghi with the 
little girl asleep across her generous arms. The 
gennlnms in tiie windows were all pink that year. 
Aunt Chloe' watched them while she hushed the 
child. 

' The proAssor walked rather feebly iq> and down 
the silent study. He had been saying to his sister 
that he was growing okl, he thought, and that the 
house seemed kmely. He stopped to r^ght the 
picture of Sir William, whoee ftedi gray coid had 

twisted on Ito polished hook, and wondered who had 
taken Locke's Undenlaadlng tnm the Isll dhow oT 
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ttie malioguij iofli, and If PWfeMor Brown wooM 
oOl again to see about that pet diemtot of bis who 
waa maiked ao low on intniUon, and how long U 
waa alnce they had heard ftom AvU, and what it 
meant that we wen having sodi a mercUtal aprlng, 
and aald howgieen the graaa waa, even now, upon 
the yaid. And then annt Chloe heaid the gate 
dick; and, when they both looked out aeroaa the 
pink geranloma, AtU, in her widow*a dwaa, akme. 
waa walking np between the bkdea of graaa. 

Annt Chbe went oat and led her in, aaUng no 
i|QMlk>na, and aaying no word. She led her into 
the atady, to herihther, and put her bal>y into her 
anna, and went oat and ahot the door. And then 
ATla dwwin herbwath, and ahook anddenty. •ad 
■0 began to 017. 

No aotttnde ia ao aoUtaiy aa that of inhamonicna 
QonpankMuhip; and, beside certain other phaaea of 
her lilb, her present one aeemed at lint to Avis to 
iMsk the eaaentlal qoalitiea of kmdiness. 

It waa with that viTld belief (whlA has the diar- 
aeler of ooqadooaness to ImaginattTe ndnda) in 
PWUp'a watdiftd and intelligent sympathy, thai aha 
dliwtod her eneigies to the o^ectwhlch her Bar- 
ffase and its oonaeqaenoeahad intenaptad. 

She opened the gaiden^tadki whOa the apples 
bodded, and thm aha staid paHsnlly for a year. 
They qoeattoned her mtis or none ; and ahe woitod 

In an afasoMs taeltnnlijt M* «teaol«Mo of bar 



aweet and kindly temper, which waa qokk to aao- 
rlllce an inatlnct of reticence to one of conaldera- 
tlon for the Ibelinga of a friend. Annt Chloe knew 
there waa a portrait of little Jadi Rose, and anapect- 
•d a piotoro Ibr the exhibition, and tried to remem- 
ber that it ahowed a teck of acquaintance with lift 
to be hurt by the conduct of the afflicted. 

When the year was oot, AtIs one day kMkod the 
stndto, took her Uttle giri, and went to find her ikther. 
She croaaed her handa, and atood before Um, much 
In the attitude In which aha atood on that June mom* 
Ing when ahe read** Aurora Ldgh.** Onljnowbo- 
twcen her Ibldcd palma aha held the fli^ieri of the 
child. Sheaald,— 

**Kext week, ihther, I diall go into the Ait 
School, and teach, and I think I can get a priTata 
daaa besldea." 

** Do you auppose,'* adced the pcofoaaor after a aad 
alienee, *• that your mother woald tUnk this to be 
best, mj dear?*' 

Horo laigcij, pethapa, than a amaOer man, the 
profiBaaor'a aympathj yielded what hia intellect 
grudged. lie ftdt that he had made one of the oon- 
ceaakma of hia life in intlmatlig to hia dai^tar 
her mother'a poaalble approval of her perronal ambi* 

tkma, or rqpct at their obstractkm ; dnce, of courae, 
when hia daughter had fluurried, It waa to be aaauiniiil 
thai aha yiddod the taatea and ooonpat&OM of her 
maidenhood. Eke other women— like her arotter bo- 
Bat the nroftaaor ooold not 
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.^e eooenferioities of an afflicted ehild. Hia daugji* 
ter'a IhMtod italore dulled him like aoine novel defect 
in tlM lawB of nature ; aa if the aun ahould elect 
upon whoaenxrf It ahould abine,or the rain paaa him 
bj to Tialt hia neig^bor'a field. 

" It la of no uac," aaid Avia wearily, " my picturea 
oome hadt upon my handa. Nobody wanta them — 
now. They tell me that my atyle la gone. Goupil 
eaya I work aa if I had a ihenmatic hand— aa if 
my fingcia were atur. It ia true my hand haa been a 
Uttle dumay ainoe— Van — But the atiflbeaa runa 
deeper than the flngcra, fothor. Never mind ; don't 
Bdnd. We're given it op— Wait and I; haven't 

we Wait?" 

" I don't underaUnd you," aaid the little ghrl dia- 
tincay. Avia'a daughter waa a logical litUc body, 
dear-headed, apcaking only when aho had eomething 
to aay. Wait did not undcratand what it waa that 
had been given ; did not 800 that any thing had heen 
given to anybody (it certainly waa not grandpa'a 

Ihoor tor the oough-loaengc), and preferred" not to 
aDow heradf to be compromlaed on any matter on 
whidi ahe waa not perfectly dear. 

Her mother atood tooking blindly down. Wait 
palled at her dreaa unnoticed. 
" Tour little daughter apeaka," aaid the profeaior. 
Walt atood patiently— a aturdylaarie, with atralghl- 
Ibfwaid «yea and ahealthy temper of her own— aware 
thai dw waa not of mnoh fa^MXtanca to her mother 
jMt ttaot bat padbet^ ihla to bide bar tlBiB. Afia 
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continued to look down with her ejettda half doaed ; 
It did not aeem aa if ahe aaw her. Sometliing aa \ 
elementd in Fliilip Oatrandcr'a wife aa the love of \U 
thdr diild, required her attention at that moment. 
8he wondered how it would have been if ahe had 
cared 'for him in aome other way, ^like aome other 
women ; if die had been made of tougher tiaaue ; if 
her fbeliog for that one man, her huaband, had not 
eaten Into and eaten out the core of her life, left^ 
her a riddled, withered thing, apent and rent,r 
waated bytlie autocracy of a love aa imperioua aa 
her own nature, and aa dcathkaa aa her own aoul. 
But die would do it all over again, — all, all I She • 
would never love him by one throe the leaa. Avia 
atretchcd out her arma into tlie cm|ity air. She did 
not know how to expreaa diatinctly, even to her 
own conadouaneaa, her conviction that ahe might 
have painted better picturea — not wone —for lov- 
ing Philip and the diildren ; that thia waa what God 
meant for her, for all of them, once, long ago. She 
had not done it. It waa too kte now. And Wait ^ 
waa watdiing her with leaolute, criticd ^ea, tug- 
ging at her handa now, with lip put up ; jrould have 
cried, if ahe had been a baby like Ave Boaa. 

Avia turned with a aupple motkNif and anatdiad 
the Uttle giri. 

«• I have my child I '' ahe cried. 

She thougl^ of thia more often after that! all waa 
not over, the child had her life to live. Hm pi^ 
rentd le a mi e uUuu came to Avia, aa other tamm of 
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tenderneas had done, alowljy hat with pasaloiuite 
intelUgenoe i the seemed to herself to he the first 
woouui in the world who had saidf — 

** If J diild shall not repeat mj hfamders ; '* oTi — • 

** What does it all matter, if mj child may he 
spared my sorrows? ** 

Wait developed with the rvs^tj of most solitary 
children, quite in her own Ikshion. 

When she was fbor yean old, her mother earns to 
annt Ghk>e one day, rigid with dismay. 

Annt Chloe sprang, droppbg the eo(ton*flannel 
Ibr the henefldaiies. ** Is it her lingers? or her 
throat? OhI did I Ioato the ozalio add oat?'* 
r •*! asked her if her doU was asleep,*' gasped 
' AtIs, ** and she said, * Huik^ mamma! Jl ha$ hem 
ik€ cbjeei of mjf ^ft thai 9hs ^UnM nci know ^wa$ 
a doa.'' 

' ••Her Ibrehead is too ftiH," said the dootte; ex- 
actly as if he had not said it to STery other mother 
on his list that morning. ** Keep her oot of sohool 
' tin yoa ars conTineed she is a dance, l^nrn her oot 
of doois with no more restrictloa than a cricket.** 
One mother on the list at least obeyed him, and 
one elected lassie was let locos upon the wide Har* 
month fleUs and shore. Befbre she coold read a 
Use, A?is*s dangfater was a splendid little anlmaL 

At this point the mottier*s heart withdrew« and 
lock coonsel of itself. 

It most be dearfy remembered that AtIs had been 
tuanul hi social and iatsUectnal oondMona 
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tuiden<7 is strictly to the depmskm of nofdty in 
oondact or opinion, lliers ars alwajv phases of 
progress Tital enoagh, pohaps, to their Uttle coteries 
of prophets or disdples, competent, even, (Heaven 
Ibrbid that one be doll of imagination ahoot any 
lemote Ibims of hamanity 1 ) to their own oiganisms, 
dronlatkm, heart-throbs, possibly, which the life of 
a nniferrity town can haid^ be soppoeed to enter 
open its ooirioolam of interests. BeUgion, sex, race, 
dass, or whatever, looks Ibr no recognition of its 
discrowned state flom the oentres of scholastic col- 
tore. The moral evohitlon comes skmly to the 
inteUeetoal specialist, ss Iklth to the phyddst, or 
doobt to the poet, or geometry to the artist. Phases 
of thoi^ qdte flunUiar to most thoi^tfiil people 
to-day, Ibrms of advance prossing silently against 
thoqghtflil and thoaghtiess, now alike. Avis had 
been trained to regard with the cafan cariosity with 

which a ftce-thinker tries to regaid a Christian, — a 
bdqg, in the natars of thii^ps, of inferior cnhnio, 
becaose cherishiqg a siqMtstitkm wUch is, in the 
mUors of thii^, barbaric. 

As free from the com pr es do n of any •g*tnting in> 
floenoe or npheaval aa if she and Wdt had been 
dttlQg sheltered on a snmmcrday in a conveat- 
RMden, sUe by dde amoi« the soltiy flowen, while 

the mode flom the altar soonded on, and the sweet 
^«UedwoBMn passsdwiyi ho^ feet. Avis, with her 
•MMtt ^yss, and tendsr month, and tlind brows, 
fennd handf feos to flm with ths fetnro of h« 
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She firand hcndf in the aensitive state of one 
who has made a gradual but radical diange of di- 
inato. Ilorizons with which her own youth waa 
nnacqnainted, bedconod before her ; the hiUa looked 
at her with a foreign Ihoe ; the wind toki her that 
which she had not heard ; in the air strange melodies 
rang oat ; nnintcrpreted colors gathered about the 
rising of the sun: her own chastised aspiration 
looked hnmblj out upon the day whose stoiy she 
should never read. 

We hare been told that it takes throe generations 

to make a gentleman : we may believe that it will 

much, or more, to make ▲ wokak. A being 

radiant physique ; the hchress of ancestral health 
on the maternal side ; a creature forever more of 
nerve tlian of musde, and therefore trained to the 
energy of the muscle and the repose of the nerve ; 
pl^cally educated by mothers of her own fLbtt and 
' by phj'sidans of her own sex, — such a woman 
akme is fitted to scquire the driUed brain, the calmed 
imagination, and sustained aim, whidi constitute 
intellectual command* 

A creature capable of this command, in whom 
^ emotion intensiiles reflection, and passion strength- 
ens purposes, and sslf-poise is substituted for self- 
extimvaganoe,— such a creature onfy is competent 
to the terrible task of adUust^og the saorad individ- 
uality of her lift to her wapnum eapadtj of love 
^ aaid the supreme burdens and perils which H Impnsfs 
opon'hsr. 
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A man in whom the soureee of foelii^ are as deep 
as they are delicate, as perennial as they ara pure;^ 
whose alfootkm beoomes a burning ambition not to 
be outvied by hers, whose daify soul is huge enoQ^ 
to guard her, even thoi^ it were at the cost of 
sharing it, ftom the tyranny of smaD ootrosive can 
which gnaws and gangrenes hers,— sndi a man 
alone can dther oomprehend or iH[)preheiid the love 
of Buoh a woman* 

No man oonodves what a woman will do or date 
for him, until he has surprised her natnn by the 
htfgest abnegation of which hUi own is capable. 
Let him but venture the esperiment, if he will ibid 
hhnsdf vanquished by her in gcneiodty to the end 
of the sweet waifore. Then ilist he knows what he 
haawon; fbr then on^ doea she sulfor hhn to know. 
It is not till then, that reverence and aunender radi- - 
ctJUj begin their lift in her. Nay, then, he ia the 
man, he only amoQg men, who understanda what a 
woman's tenderness is. With her, he is a oowned 
creature; but with Urn she is a tee one. 

Avis was a oarewom woman ; and,like most peo-^ 
pie with whom lift has dealt hitenae^ and intio- 
speotive^, the p r ce s uie of the advandiy upon the 
retreatiqg generation toadied hsr peraonalily mora 
than her phibnthrapy or pUkeoplqr. Wsra then 
subtle readiqgs or the etenial riddle astir upon the 
desert? Had the atone lips of the aphins b^un to 
matter? Ood knew | and the dessrt kasw ~ and 
toe Qomo ^Booi^B* 
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For Lcr, die had h«r diQd. It wodd be easier 
tor her daughter to be aUve, and be a woman, than 
It had been for her: ao mndi as thist she understood ; 
more than this she felt herself too spent to question. 
She folded her arms about the little girl, and laid 
her check upon her hair, and closed her qres. 8he 
had the chOd, she had the child! 

Onoe, sitting with Coy In Ihe parsonage-piulor, 
the two women M to taDdog of matters of whldi 
thflj did not often speak. Coj had the immense 
power of inoommunicatlTeness sometimes found In 
simple and eren impulslTe women In whom a Und 
heart suppttes the place of a deep Imagination. For 
years now, with AtIs, Coy's Instinct had kept her 
dose to the surfiuse of the Immediate. "She felt It to 
be natural, that there was slways something not to 
be talked about In AtIs's life : It was the way with 
women like Avis, to whom things happened. Noth- 
ing had ever happened to Ccj — escept John and 
the diildren.. 

Coy had three childrenx they were not kept out 
of the parsonsge-parlor any more than the sun or 
the air. Coy's diildren did not tire her: shekMked 
radiantly at ATla across the brUk Sabd In whidi 
tli^ sat. Coy wore n morning-cap with purple rib- 
bons. She had some pink ones, but took them out 
ftr the baby t die wondered how It was that people 
minded growiiy old. Thqr talked n little that 
Boninf about tiw geologlod professor and his neir 
book. AtIs spokn cahMj of the great, gratttoatta 
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whidi the trustees feund in his success. They 
spoke of the people who rented the house in High 

Street, and how thqr had built an L, and cut down 
the dm-tree, and altered the pordi. Then Coy 
spoke oi Chatty Hogarth's Odyssey Chib, and of 
.the poem Mn. Hogarth had written for the Denboi. 
Inational Weekly. 

" She asked me how my babe was yesterday," 
•ddCoy. " I never want to know anothw thing 
about a woman than that she calls a baby a babe. 
I hope she won't suffocate the Odyssey Chib. But 
they say there are some line Uw-students In It— 
rather young, thoqgh, I should think. And the 
girls that are comiqg abqg, stndy Greek, and §n 
i^sfly very pretty. Avis, —that stratum Just bdow 
OS, you know, that were flirting with feeshmen when 
we were engaged. Look out, AtIs I Wait wffl cut 
hcTMlf putting Jack'a acrewdriver Into the baby's 
dimple." Then they tslked a UtUe about Walt, 
and a Uttle about John and the children, and then 
they spoke of Stratford Allen's housekeeper; and 
when Cqy had tdd her how comfortable she made 
him dnce Baibara went, and how ghd emjbody 
was that Stratford was so wefl cared for, and how 
much good he did with aO his moni^, and how many 
flne pictures he had in his houae, ahe said she sup* 

posed AtIs knew that the woman's name was Jessnp, 

•ad that die came feom Itaas. whew her hndiand 
hadfotdwt. — «™ 

**ABdofcoase,yoa'?o heard," said Coy abssmty, 
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«tiuitStnitfoid bought yoar tphinz Uwt winter?'' 
Cojr apdke lightly ; bat her own voloe sounded to her 
as if the had said, *' He bought yoor soul." She 
rather wished she had said nothing about the sphinx. 
She harried on to speak of Barbara, who had not 
married her minister, bat only a New-Yoric bosiness- 
man: it was a trial for a Ilarmoath giri, hot Barbara 
bore it well, 
t Then she talked a little of John and the diUdren, 
and after that she spoke of the last alnmni meeting, 
and said that John said the wish to pot op the mono- 
ment in Florida originated with the members of 
l^fessor Ostrandcr's first dass, — the men who were 
under him in his opening year at oollcgo ; dever 
men, John said, and that they spoke of Fhilip with 
emotion. 

And then, by way of variety, she talked of John 
" and the diiklren a little more. 

** Too seem to keep pretty well," said Avis, after 
a siknee, ** with all your care. Coy." 

The woids soondod superficial enough. Coy ftlt 
that Avis would rather be taken on her own leveli 
and answered cardcsdy, — 

"Frettywen,Avis. There's about so modi bother 
In eveijboc^'s life, I suppose. Some people take ft 
in high tragedy. I take mine out in the mumps. 
I own my married life would have been h^ipier if 
tiiey hadn't aU had the mumps while John was in 

and Deaeon Bobisgr out on a hera^-huBti and the 



Ameriean Boaid — as neariyas I understand it- 
destined to beoome bankrupt, unless it ooold pay off 
its debt out of our ehurdi. I own so much. Avis. 
And besides I'll teU you— I nevertold it befoie (Ave, 
run away with Jade and Wait, a minute), theie to 
one thing I must admit: I do noC like to ask John 
Ibr money. Therel But that to aU, Avto." 

Was it all, indeed? It was a peaoefhl, pleasant 
stoiy. As the children shut the door, it seemed 
very still sodden^ i^ the panonage-parfor: the 
sun was upon the worn earpet and the ptoythings. 
Coy's sewing-diair, and littto garments ^i« half- 
made, and purple ribbons, and vipoa the baby in her 
top. 

Coy kxiked up fiom her sewing, and saw Avto sit* 
ting there, and Watching her ; as the country, wasted 
by dvil war, pauses to look off upon the little nen* 
tral state. 

A sparic sprang into Coy's inonrious, gentle Ikee. 
'■It to natural" she cried. ««Ez]^ it how 
you will." 

<«ButI,"said Avto in a tow voles, after an es- 
presslve pause, — **/amnatnre, too. Esplaia me, 
Coy." 

Coy did not answer. It was to be eaqieoled that 
Avto should be more or less unintdligibto. But, 
when Avis turned presently to go, she kissed her, 
lookiog op with tmnled, allhetkmate ^jea. Umb 
ahe lifted the ba^ a little higher on tar Mdfc, and 
went Into tta atmfy to talk to JcUn. 
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** SomAow^" wM Coy, " I am alwajB move mxtj 
tar AtIs when I go ttwaj and think riNwt her than 
I am when I sit and talk with her." 

*« Fbor gill 1 *' said John Roae. 

Aa thqr atood in the window, leaning togethert 
ATia, in her widow'a drees, in the color of the mom- 
iiq^, passed by, leading her little daii^ter bj the 
hand. 

When thej were at home that day, more aOent^, 
pefhapa, than nsnal. Wait in the comer, with her 
piotnre-books, and her mother Bitting with crdes e d 
hands and ragne eyes, the diikl came npt mid aaid 
In her distinct, impreseive fasliion, — 

** Mamma, I cannot read this stoiy till I am old 
enoo^ ; but it ia a pretty stoiy , and I want to hear 
it* The man haa a yellow aaddle, and hie horse ia 
red. Bead me what he had a red horse Ibr, and 
where he went to ; read me wl^ the saddle wii yel- 
low; readme — readme — read me tin there ia no 
more to read." 

Wait stood leaning a litde, and strokiiv ths back 
ofhermother'ahand with the palm of her own. If 
ai^ybody had noticed thia, she woold have atopped ; 
but mamma understood about auch thlwigs* She dUL 
not talk and make a Itaas. 

AtIs took the book, and read. She aal with her 
pcoffle towarda the diikl. 

** Sir liamicdot rode ofC f t h w a it and endknig in a 
wide toest, and held no path but aawUd advenlnrs 

Mklai* Thsn Sir LsoBeek)! hMtkiHl Rmnd« a^. 






wvu old «lMpd, bat coaM la« m pim irinra 
he Bight «nlar. And m ha I^Ti half waUiy and 
hair a lwi iliig . . . he aaw . . . tha ho^ veanl 
ortheSaagnalpaaaUmlv. So thoa he aommed 
tiU it waa d^^, and heard the Ihwia of the air 
aiag. . . . 

"Then the hendt led the jwy fad^ to the 
TMloaeSeet; and he HAed op the doth, and fimad 
there kttera that aeid, • TUa ie the eeat of Sir Gab. 
had the good hidght' TUa to he bgr whoa the 
Saogieal ehan be aoUeved. . . . 

"Now, tto MM or te joo^ kaigMwM Sir 
Gahihad,aad hewii flie rw rf flh- T ■■mrini ii.. 
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